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POEMS 

By D a. « W I F T. 

STELLA'S BIRTH. DAY, 
March 13^ 1726. 

'T^ HIS day, whate'er the Fates decree^ 
•^ Shall (till be kept with joy by me t 
Thii day then let ut not be told, 
That you are ficlc, and I grown old| 
Nor think on our approaching illii 
And talk of fpe^^acles and pills ; 
To-morrow will be time enough 
To hear fuch mortifying Auff. 
Yet, fince from reafon may be brought 
A better and more pleafing thought. 
Which can, in fpite of all decays. 
Support a few remaining days ; 
From not the graved of Divines 
Accept for once fume fcrious lines. 

Although we now can form no more 
Long fchcmes of life, as heretofore 1 
Yet you, while time is running fail. 
Can look with joy on what is part. 

Vol. II. B >«t.t^ 



SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Were future happinefs and pam 
A-^mere condrlf ance of the brain s - 
As atheifls argue, to entice 
And fie their proielytes for vice 
(The only cdmfort they propofe. 
To have companions tn their woes) : 
Ortnt this the cafe | fgt fure 'tiy Jiaiii • 
That virtue, ftyl'd its own reward. 
And by all (ages underftood 
To be the chief of human good, 
Should a£UDg die ; nor leave behind 
.^ome lading plea^re in the mind, 
Which by remembrance will aHwi^ 
•Orief, ficknefs, poverty, and age, 
-And ftrongly flioot a radiant dart. 
To ihine through life's declining part. 

Say, -Stella; feel you no content 
'Rcflcfting on a life well-fpcnt ? , 
Tour Ikilful hand employ 'd to fave 
•Defpairing wretolics from the grave ; 
And then fupponiog with your (Vorc 
"Thofe whorh you dragg'd from dcadi before ? 
^So Providence* on monals waits, 
Prefcrving what it firft creates. 
Your generous bolclnefs to defend 
An innocent and^fent friend ; 
That courage which can m^tke you juft 
To merit humbled in the dull j 
"The dctcftation you cxprefs 
Sor vice in. all its glittering drtfs ;, " 

That 



"That patience under tottaring.painy 

'Where flubborn Stoicks would coraplaiai 

Muil thefe like empty fliadows ptfs,. 

-Or fonns refle^ed' from a gia£i ? 

Or mere^chimeras in the.mind» 

That fly^ ^md- leave no mark* behindr? 

TDoes not the body thrive and grow > 

'By food of twenty years ago ? 

Andy had it not been-Aill fupply'd, 

ill mull a thottfand times' have died» 

Then who with reafoo^can maintain 

That no effcf^s^f food remain? 

And is. not virtue in mankind 

The nutriment that feeds ^e mind^ 

Upheld by each good aiftion pad, 

Jbid ilill continued by the iaft } 

Then, who with^reafon. can pretend 

That all effe5ts of ^Arirtue end ? 

Believe me, Stella, when you H^aw 
That true contempt for diings belovK^ 
Nor prize your life for other ends 
Than merely to oblige your friends^ 
Your former adioiis claim their part^ 
And join to fortify your heart. 
'For Virtue in her daily race> 
Like J^nus, bears a double faee-; 
Looks back with joy where Ihe has gone. 
And' therefore goes with cotiriage on: 
She- at your iickly couch ^11 wait. 
And guide jou to a better ftare. 



SWIFT 'S POEMS. 

O then, whatever Heaven intends. 
Take pity on your pitying friends ! 
Kor let your ills zfk&. your mind. 
To fancy they can be unkind. 
Me, furely me, you ought to fpare, 
Who gladly would your fufFering iharci 
Or give my fcrap of life to you, 
And think it far beneath your due ) 
You, to whofe care fo oft' I owe 
That I 'm alive to tell you fo. 



HORACE, BOOKI. ODEXIV. 

Paraphrafed, and infcribed to Ireland. ijiSm 

THE INSCRIPTION. 

Poor floaung iile, toft on ill-fortune's waves, 
Ordain'd hyfati to be the land of Haves i 
Slvall moving Delos now deep-rooted (land : 
Thou, fix'd of old, be now the moving land ? 
Although, the metaphor be worn and flale> 
Betwixt a flate, and vefTel under fail i 
Let me fuppofe thee for a ihip a- while. 
And thus addrefs thee in the failor's ftyle s 

TTNHAPPY fliip, thou art retum'd in vain : 
^^ New waves fliall drive thee to the deep again. 
Look to thyfelf, and be no more the fporc 
Of ^ddy winds, but make fome friendly poit. 

Loft 



HORACS» BOOK L ODE XIV. 5 

Loci ane diT oan, t&ot m^ii ckr eoime » g«Ue^ 
Like fndtfui GOBoicuofs tm dAa biu 
Thy BufU wbidk like tboK apd paoriot fiood 
Tbe b3g!e pOIar for his cooncnr's good. 
To lead thee, as a fiaf £ic& tke Uiiid, 
BcboU i: cxacks br von loogh 4ii|/kni wind. 
Tour cabScs biutl, and joa moil qukkly led 
The wates impetuous ccccr at pmr kccL 
Thus ooaunoowealdis icccifc a foicign joke. 
When die Aroiig coids of unkm once are broke. 
Torn by a fodden tempeft is thy fail, 
Bxpanded to invite a milder gak. 

As when fime writer in a poblic canfe 
His pen, to fave a finking nationy draws. 
While all is calm, his arguments prtrail t 
The people's voice expands his paper-fail 1 
Till power, difcharging all her ftormy bags. 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 
The nation fcai'd, tlie author doomM to death. 
Who fondly put his truft in popular breath* 

A larger facrifice in Tain you vow } 
There 's not a power above will help you now t 
A nation thus, who oft' Heaven^s call neglc£ls. 
In vain from injured Heaven relief expcdtt. 

Twill not avail, when thy (Irong (ides are broke^ 
That thy defcenc is from the Britiih oak ; 
Or, when your name and family you boafl. 
From fleets triumphant o*er the Gallic coall. 
Such was lerne's claims as jud as thine, 
Uer fons defcendcU frcm the Britifli linc| 

B 3 Her 



4 i^w^rrT's roEMs. 

iffer msiichlef» fons* Whof« valour flill rcmainr 
On French records ibr twenty long campaigns 
"Tkt, from axLcmpreft now a captive grown. 
She fav'd Bvttaim»% rights, and loft her owm. 

In ftipi deoay'd no laariRer confides, 
N Lur'd by the gilded ((em and painted fides^; 
Yet at a bidl'TMitiiinklBg fools deBgkt 
In the gi^y trap^migs^f a-hirth-da^.night t 
They on thagokl.hKDcadcs^and fanhisrav'fl^ 
And qiiiteforgati their coiintry was-^enftar^d. 
Dear yeifel, ftillbe to d»y fteerage j«il^ 
I<9or change thy courfe with^erery ftiddcn ff^y 
Like fjjrpf^ patriots of- the modem fort> 
Who turn wkh jerery gate diat blows fxm couft.. 

W^ary andfea-fick vrhcn in thee con6n'd. 
Now for thy fafety caves diftraft my mind$ 
As tliofe who k>ng have flood the ftorms of flatt. 
■^etitfe, yet ftill bemoan their country's fate. 
Beware, and when you hear die furges roar. 
Avoid the rocks on Britam's angry ihore» 
They lie, alas ! too eafy to be found ; 
fior thee alone they lie the iiland round* 



VERSES 



£ 7 3 

T£R»£8 CW rUE BUDDEH I>IIYINO-UP Of . 

ST. PATRICK'S. WELL, 

VmAR TftUIITy-C&LI^lOl, DUBLIN, 1716* 

n Y holy 9eal inf^r'd, and led by fame, 

"^ To ^hee, ooot fivourue ifte, with joy I came i 

Wkit time the Goth, the Vanda), and the Hua, 

Had roy own native Italy • o'er-n;ui. 

ItrnCf CO the worklS remotcfl parts, 

Renown'd for valour, policy, and ana. 

Hith^ from Coldios f, with the fleecy ore^ 
}afi>n aaiv'd two thoufiind years before. 
Thec> huppy iifond, Pallas call'd her own, 
WbeA l>aughty Bticain was a land unknown | : 

• Italy was not properly the native place of St. Pa« 
trick, but the place of his education, and where he re« 
ceived his miffion ; and becaufe he had his new birtH 
there, hence, by poeticalliccnce, and by fcripture-figurc, 
fur author calls that country his native Italy. I r i s H Ed; 

f Orpheus, or the antient author of the Greek poena 
on the Argonautic expedition, whoever he be, faysg 
that Jafon, who manned the ihip Argos at Thelfaly^ 
failed to Ireland. Irish Ed. 

t Tacitus, in the life of Julius Agricola, fays, that 
the harbours of Ireland, on account of their commerce, 
were better known to tl^ world than thofe of Britain. 
laisH £d. 

B 4 ¥t^aci 



S SWIFT'S POEMS. 

From thee, with pride, the Caledonians trace 
The glorious founder of their kingly jrtcc : 
Thy martial fbns, whom now they dare defpife. 
Did once their land fuhdue and civilize : 
Their drefs, their langmigey and the Scottilh i 
Confefs the foil from whence the vi^^ors came *. 
Well may they boafl that ancient blood, which rant* ' 
Within Acir veins, who are thy younger fons f, 

A con- 

* The argument here tum» on, what the author of 
courfe took for granted, the prefent Scots being the de- 
fcendants of Iriih emigrants. This fa£l:, however true, 
was not in Dr; Swift's time afcertaincd with any degree 
of precifion. Ireland even to this day *^ remams fuper- 
** ftitioufly cfevoted to her antient hiftory," and ** wraps 
" herfelf in the gloom of her own legendary annals." 
Ml'. Whitaker has difplaycd an uncommon fund of 
knowledge on this very curious fubje£^, both in his 
" Hiftory of Manclieftcr," and in " The Genuine 
«* Hiftory of the Britons aflerted." N. 

f *• The Scots (fays Dr. Robertfon) carry their pre- 
*' tcnfions to antic^uity as high as any of their neigh- 
**.bours« Relying upon uncertain legends, and the tra- 
*♦ ditions of their bards, ftill more uncertam, they rcc- 
" kon up a feries of kings feveral ages before the birth 
** of Chriftj and give a particular detail of occurrences, 
" which happened in their reigns. In the beginning of 
<< the fixteemh century, John Major and Hcftor 
•* Boethius publifted their Hiilorics of Scotland ; the 
•* former a fuccin£t and dry writer, the latter a copious 

« and 



ON ST. PATRICK'S WELL. "^ 

A conqueft and a colony from thee. 

The mother-kingdom left her children free ; 

From thee no mark of ilavery they felt : 

Not fo with thee thy bafe invaders dealt ; 

Invited here to vengeful Morrough's aid ^, 

Thofe whom they could not conquer, they betray 'd* 

<<and florid one; and both equally credulous* Noc 
^ many years after, Buchanan undertook the fame 
** work ; and if his accuracy and impartiality had been 
" in any degree equal to the elegance of his tafte, and 
** to the purity and vigour of his (lylc, his hiftory might 
^ be placed on a level with the mod admired compofi- 
** tions of the ancients. But, inflead of rejecting the 
" improbable talcs of Chronicle-writers, he was at the 
^ utmoft pains to adorn them, and hath cloathed with 
'< all the beauties and graces of fi£^ion thofe legends 
" which formerly had only its wildnefs and extrava* 
" gance.'' — On the autliority of Buchanan and his pre- 
decelTors the hiftorical part of this poem feems founded, 
as well as tlie notes figned Irish £d. feme of wliich, 
I believe, were written by the Dean himfelf. N. 

♦ In the reign of king Henry II, Dermot M*Mor- 
rough, king of Leinfter, being deprived of his king- 
dom by Roderick O'Connor, king of Connaught, he 
invited the Engliih over as auxiliaries, and promifed 
Richard Scrangbow earl of Pembroke his daughter and 
all his dominions as a portion. By this alTiflancey 
M*Morrough recovered his crown, and Strangbow be- 
came poilcircd of all Leinfler. Irish Ed. 

5 B.itain 



JO SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Britain, by thee, we fell, ungrateful ifle I 
Kot by thy valour, but fuperior guile : 
Britain, with (hame, confefs this land ofi mine 
Firfl taught thee human Igaowledge and divine *f 
My prelates and my (Indents, knt from hence. 
Made your ions converts both to God and fenfe t 
Not like the pallors of thy ravenous breed, 
Wbo coime to fieece the fkxks, and not to f«ed». 

Wretched lerne ! with what grief I fee 
The fatal changes Tinoe hath made in thee I 
The Chnftian rites I introduc'd in vain : 
Xx> t inEdelity returned again 1 
Freedom and virtue in thy ^ons I founds 
Who DOW in vice and fhvery are drown'd. 

By faith and prayer, this croiier in my haa^ 
I drove the venemM ferpent from thy land ; 
The ihepherd in his bower might deep or iingf^. 
Nor dread the adder*8 toothy nor fcorpion*s Iting.. 

* St. Patrick arrived in Ireland in the year 431, and 
compleated the convcrfion of the natives, which had 
been begun by Palladius and others. And, as biibop' 
Nicholfon obferves, Ireland foon became the fbuntam 
of learning, to which all the Weftern Chriftians, w^ 
well as the Englifh, had recourfe, not only for ia- 
flru6lions in the principles of religion, but in all fort» 
of literature, vix. Legtndi et Scboktftica truditwms 
^atid. Irish Ed. 

f There are no fnakes, vipers, or toads, in irelandf 
and even frogs were not known here until about the 
year 1700. The magpyes came a ihort time before 1 
and the Norway rats fince, Irish Ed. 

With 



ON Sr. PATRICK'S WELL. »»• 

With cknem oft* I ftrow tj» warn thy fwauss^ 
Omens, the types of thy tgii|i0nding chains. 
£(eQt: die magpye from ibe Knoih foil. 
With leftlefsbegk ihy hl6Qa||pg fruit to fpoilT. 
To din thine ea09> wiih^oahmMMiioas clack, 
And htiuit thy holy wrUs ia whti» and bUck*. 
W^iat elfe are chefe ihou fecftiin bifliops' geer». 
Who crop the nurfeiies of liMfiing here ; 
Afpiring, greedy^ fuil of' (eolelefs prate, 
Serour the church, and shatter to the ilate } 

As you grew nM>xe degenerate and bale, 
I fent you milltons of the croaking race ; 
Emblems of inie£b vl)^, wbo^fpread their fpawn. 
Tlirough all thy land, in armour, frur, and lawn ^ 
A naufeous- brood,. that fiUs>your fenate walls,. 
And in the chambers of your viceroy crawls t 

Sec, where that new^evouring vermin runs,. 
Sent in my anger from the land of Huns ! 
With harpy-claws it undermines the ground, . 
And fudden fpreads a. numerous offspring round* 
Xh' amphibious tyrant, with his ravenous band,. 
]>rains all thy lakes of 6(b, .of fruits thy land. 

Where is the holy well chat bore my name ? 
Fled to the fountain back, from whence it came I 
Fai£ Freedom's emblem^once, which fmoothly flow?»* 
And bleiUngs equally on all bedows^ 
Here, from the neighbouring * nurfery of arts,-. 
The ftudentsy dunking, rai^'d their wit and parts t 

* The untverfity of Dublin,, called Trinity College 
was founded by qjueen £lizabeth in i59.i*.IiiiSH £o. 



i£ SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Here, for an age and more, improvM their vein. 
Their Phoebus I, my fpring their Hippocrene. 
Difcourag'd youths ! now all their hopes muft fail^ 
Condemn'd to country cofilges and ale j 
To foreign prelates make a flavilh court. 
And by their fweat procure a mean fupporti 
Or, for the ^lafficks, read " Th' Attorney's Guide i* 
Colle£^ excife, or wait upon the tide. 

Oh ! had I been apoftle to the Swifs, 
Or hardy Scot, or any land but this ; 
Combin'd in arms, they had their foes defied. 
And kept their liberty, or bravely died. 
Thou ftill with tyrants in fucccffion curfl, 
The lad invaders trampling on the firfl : 
Nor fondly hope for fomc reverfe of fate, 
Virtue herftlf would now return too late. 
Not half thy courfc of mifery is run. 
Thy greateft evils yet are fcarce begun. 
Soon ihall thy fons (the time is juil at hand> 
Be all made captives in their native land ; 
When, for the ufe of no Hibernian bom, 
Shall rife one blade of grafs, one ear of corn | 
When Ihells and leather fhall for money pafs. 
Nor thy opprefling lords afford thee brafs ♦. 
But all turn leafers to that f mongrel breed, 
Who, from thee fprung, yet on thy vitals feed | 

* Wood's ruinous projef^ in 1724. Irish Ed. 
+ The abfentces, who fpcnt the income of their Irilh 
cflates, places, and pcnfions, in England. Irish Ei>. 

Who 



ON ST. PATRICK'S WELL. 13 

Who to yon rtTcnoas ide thy tretfures bear. 
And wafte in luxury thy harvelh there; 
For pride and ignorance a p4|^nrb grown. 
The jeft of wits, and to the court unknown* 

I fcom thy fpurious and degenerate line. 
And from this hour my patronage reiign. 

ON READING DR. YOUNG'S SATIRES 

CALLED 

THE UNIVERSAL PASSION, 

BY WHICH HB MEANS PRIDE. 
S726. 

T F there be truth in what you fing, 
^ Such god-like virtues in the king ; 
A minifler * fo fiU'd with zeal 
And wifdom for the conunon-weal : 
If he t who in the chair preiides 
So (leadily the fenate guides : 
If others, whom you make your theme^ 
Are feconds in the glorious fcheme : 
If every jieer, whom you commend^ 
To worth and leamug be a friend : 
If this be truth, as you attefl, 
What land was ever half fo blefl ? 

* Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards earl of Orford. 
t Sir Spencer Compton, then fpeaker^ afterwards 
«tfl of Wilmington. 



Ko falfehoed nvtit Mooilg die |^w«Cy 
And tradefncti oo«r bo loii|psr choit ; 
Kow on the beach 4MMic6 Aities<{. 
Her fcj^ «» nekher ttSe iDclincit : 
Now Bride and Cnieky aie'flown^ 
And Mercy here emlta her throne : 
iFor fuch is good<»exaniple's power. 
It does its oflke every hour, 
^kere^govecMisinte good and wi&i 
Or eife the trueft >roax4m lyes : 
ipor fo we find ail ancient fages 
^DeCreey that, adiicifitplmH regit. 
Through all die realm his virtues nui» 
^ipening-and kindling like the fun. 
Qi this be true, then how much more 
^When you have nam'd at lead a fcoie 
Of courtiersy ^each in their degree, 
i(f poflible, as good as he? 

Or take it in a dtfj^Mnt- view. 
1 aik (if what y<o» fay be erue) 
tXf you affirm the preient age 
^)ererves yourfatire's fceeneft-ragr: 
If that fame unrvirfai^:pf0kn 
With every vice hath fiird the natioi^: 
If virtue dares not^vemure down 
A (ingle (lep beneath the crown : 
9f clergymen » co fliew their wir» 
Praife iin/kks waarc than h^ly wats 
sLf bankruptty-when they are uodme, 
ilflto the. fenatc ^ ho ufe can rttn» 
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ON DIL YOUKO'S SATIHES. 15 

And feU tbeir rotes at fuch a rate. 

As will Tctrie^ic a loft eftate r 

H law be ^^ a partial ^ o tf . 

To fpare die richy and pl^^ne the poor^ 

If thefjpTbe of all crimes the worft. 

What land waa ef er half io curft i 



THE DOG AND THIEF. 17^. 

OUOTH the thief to the do|[^9 let me into your door. 
And I '11 gite you tbefe delicate hits. 
Qjioth the dog, I fliall dien be more villainthan you Ve, 
And betides mad be ont of my wits. 

Tour delicate -bits will not ferve me a mealy 
But my mailer each day giv«s me bread ; 

You 11 fly, when you get what you came here to fteal, 
And I mufl be bang'd in your ftead. 

The flock-jobber thus irom Change-alley goes down. 

And tips you the freeman a wink ; 
Let me have but your vote to-fenre for the town. 

And here is a guinea to driiA. 

Says the freeman, your guinea to-night would be fpentl 

Your offers of bribery ceafe : 
1 11 vote for my landlord, to whom I pay rent, 

Or elfe I may forfeit my leafe. 

From London they come, iilly people to choufe. 

Their lands and their faces unknown : 
Who 'd vote a rogue into the parliamcnt-houfe^ 

That would turn a man cut of his own ? 

^ A'DVIC^ 



%6 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

ADVICE 

TO THE GRUB-STREB-f VERSE-WRITERS. 1726. 

'XT E poets ragged and fbrlorn, 
•*" Down from your garrets hade { 
Ye rhymers dead as foon as born. 
Not yet conlignM to pade; 

I know a trick to make you thrive ; 

,0, 'tis a quaint device : 
Your flill-bom poems (hall revive. 

And fcom to wrap up fpice. 

Get all your verfcs printed fair. 

Then let them well be dried $ 
And Curll mud have a fpecial care 

To leave the margin wide. 

Lend thefe to paper-fparing'* Pope; 

And when he (its to write, 
Ko letter with an envelope 

Could give him more delight. 

When Pope has fill'd the margins round. 

Why then recall your loan j 
Sejl them to Curll for fifty pound. 

And fvvear they are your own. 

* The original copy of Mr. Pope's celebrated tniDfla- 
tion of Homer (preferved in the Brittfli Mufeum) is 
almoft entirely written on the covers of letters, and 
fometimes between the lines of the letters themfelves. N. 

TO 



t f7 1 

TO A LADY, 

IVho defired the Authqa to write fome Verlet 

upon her ia the Heroic Style* 

Written at L*ondok in ifx6* 

A FTER venting all my fpitc, 
•^^ TcH mc, what have I to write ? 
Every error I could find " 
Through the mazes of your mind» 
Have my bufy Mufe employed 
Till the company was cIoy*d. 
Are you politive and fretful, 
ifeedlefsy ignorant, forgetful ? 
Thbfe, and twenty follies more, 
I have often told before. 

Hearken what my lady fays : 
Havei nothing then to praifc ? 
Ill it fits you to be witty, 
Where a fault fliould move your pity. 
If you think me too conceiteil. 
Or to patlion quickly heated ; 
If my wandering head be Uh 
Set on reading than on drefs ; 
If I always fotm too dull t'yc ; 
I can folve the di5i — cuky. 

You wowld ttach me to be wife ; 
Truth and honour Iww to prize ; 
How to (hine in convcrfation. 
And with credit fill my (lation ; 

Vol. IX. C l\o\^ 
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How to relifh notions high; 
How tor live; and hqvp to die. 

But t was decreed by Fate— 
- Mr. Dean, you come coo latc- 
Well I know, you can difcerny 
I am,Qow too old to learn : 
Follies, from my youth infHU'd, 
Have my foul entirely fill'd ; 
In my head and' he^ they center. 
Nor will let your leflbns enter. 

Bred a fondling" and an hejrefs ; 
Dreft like any Lady Mayorefs j 
Cocker'd by the fervants round. 
Was too good to touch the ground; 
Thought thelifc of every lady 
Should be one continual play-day-— 
Balls, and mafquerades, and fhows, 
Vifits, plays, and powder*d beaux. 

Thus you have my cafe at large. 
And may now perform your charge. 
Thofe materials I have furnifh'd. 
When by you refin*d and burnifhM, 
Muft, that all the world may know 'cm, 
Be reduc'd into a Poem. 

But, I beg, fufpend a while 
That fame paultry, burlefquc flylc ; 
Drop for once your cbnflant rule. 
Turning all to ridicule j ' 
Teaching others how to ape you ; 
Court nor Parliament can 'fcape you ; 



Treat 
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Treat the piublick and your friends 
Both alike, while neither mends. 

Sing my praife in flrain fublime t 
Treat me not with do^el rhyme. 
•Tis but juft, you fhould produce. 
With each fault, each fault's excufe ; 
Not to publiih every trifle, 
And my few perfe^ons ftifle. 
With fome giifts at leaft endow me, 
Which my very foes allow me. 
Am I fpightful, proud, unjuft ? 
Did I ever break my truft ? 
Which of all our modem dames 
Cenfures lefs, or lefs defames ? < « 

In good-manners am I faulty ? 
Can yott call me rude or haughty ? 
Did I c*er my mite withhold 
From the impotent and old ? 
When did ever I omit 
Due regard for men of wit ? 
When have I efteem exprefs'd 
For a coxcomb gaily drefs'd ? 
Do I, like the female tribe. 
Think it wit to fleer and gibe ? 
Who with lefs defigning ends 
Kindlier entertains her friends ; 
With good words and countenance fprightly. 
Strives to treat them more politely ? 

Think not cartis my chief diverfion \ 
Tis a wrong, unjuft afpcriion :• • 
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"Never knew I any good In 'enj, 
(But to tlofe my head likclamianum* 
'We by f^lay, a3 men by drinkiDg* 
Pafs our nightSf to drive out thbking. 
^rom my ailments give rae Icifure, 
<I ihall read and think 'With {deafure ; 
tConverfation learn to reli&y 
And with bodks my mind embelliih. 

Now, methinks, I hear you cry^ 
WAr, De«n» you mud reply. 

Madam, I allow ftis true:: 
-All thrfe.praifes are your due. 
Youy like fome acute philofophec, 
lEvery fault h^ve drawn ji glofs over.t 
Placing in -the (Irongeft light 
;A11 your virtues to my fight. 

Though you lead a blamelefs lifq, 
Are an ;humble prudent wife^ 
Anfwer all domeftic ends : 
What is this to us your .friends!? 
""ttwugh your children by a nod 
Stand -in awe without a rod ; 
Though, by your obliging fway^ 
'.Servants love you, ;ind obey; 
Though you treat us «wich a fmile ; 
tClear your lodks, aDd.froooth vour flylej^ 
Load jQMr plates from isvery difh ; 
This is not the thing wc wilh. 
■Colonel—- may be youi debtor^ 
W.e expert employment better. 



TO A L A D^ *. »f 

Tbu muft letrn, if you would gain us. 
With good fenfe to entertain us. 

Scholars, whtfn gobd feniif defcribing, 
Call it taking and iwtbibingr 
Metaphoric meat and drink 
Is to underibnd and think : 
We may carve for others thui;. 
And let otliers carve for us* 5- 
To difcourfe, and to attend^ 
lb, to bdp yourfelf and friend^ 
Converfation is but carving ; 
Carve for all, yourfelf is ftarving:* 
Give no more to*every giicft. 
Than he 's able to digeft ; 
^ive him always of the prime }- 
And but little at a time. 
€arve to zXl bur ju(V enough : 
Let themneidier ftarve nor fluff : 
And, that you may have your due. 
Let your neighbours carve for you. 
This comparifon will hold ^ 
Could it well in rhyme be told 
How converfing, i'liVening, thinking,, 
Juftly may rcftmblc dtinking 5 
For a fHcnd a glaft you fill^ 
What is this but to indill? 

To conclude this long efTay ; 
Pardon, if i difobey ; 
Nor, againft my natural veia,. 
Treat you in heroic ftrain. 

C 3 \, 
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I, as all the pariih knows. 

Hardly can be grave in profe : 

Still to laih, and lafliiog imiCf 

111 befits a lofty ftylc. 

From the planet of my birth . 

I encounter vice with mirth. 

Wicked minifters of ftate 

I can eafier fcorn than hate ; 

And I find it anfwers right : 

Scorn torments them more than fpight. 

All the vices of a court 

Do but ferve to make me fpon. 

Were I in fome foreign realm» 

Which all vices overwhelm ; 

Sliould a monkey wear a crown, 

Muft 1 tremble at his frown ? 

Could I not, through all his ermine^ 

'Spy the flrutting, chattering vermin ? 

Safely write a fraart lampoon. 

To expofe the briik baboon* ? 

When my Mufe officious ventures 
On the nation's reprefenters : 
Teaching by what goldem rules 
Lito knaves they turn their fools : 
How the helm is rul'd by Walpolc, 
At whofe oars, like flaves, tliey all pull 5 
Let the veiTcl fplit on fhelves ; 
With the freight enrich themfelves : 
♦ This poem, for an obvious reafon, has been mi*- 
lilated in many editions. N. 

* Safe 
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Safe within my little tviii^ny, 

All their madnefs makes- me merry s 

Like the waterthen of Thames, 

I row by, and call them names ; 

Like the ever-laughing fage, 

In a jeft I fpend my ri^ 

(Though it mufl be uhderflood, 

I would hang them, if I cou'd) r 

If I can but fill my nicch, 

I attempt no higher |Atch ; 

Leave to D'Anvers and his mate 

Maxims wife to rule die ttad^. 

Pulteney deep, accOmpliih'd St. Johns, 

Scourge the villains wiYh a ven^ance e 

Let me, though the fmell bb noifome, 

Strip their bums 5 let ♦ Caleb hoife 'em ; 

Then apply Alef^o's whip, 

Till they wriggle, howlj and Skip. 

Deuce is in you, Mr. Dean ; 
What can all this pailion^meaii? 
Mention courts 1 you '11 ne'er be quiet 
On corruptions running riot. 
End as it befits your (lation ; 
Come to ufe and application : 
Nor with fenates keep a fufs. 
I fubmit J and anfwer thus : 

• Caleb D'Anvers was the name afTumed by Amhurft, 
the oftenfible writer of The Craftfman. This unfor- 
tunate man was negle6^ed by his noble patrt>ns, and 
died in want and obfcurity. N. 

C4 Al 
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If the ttiichinttlont brewing,. 
To eompleat the public ruin^ 
Neter once could have the power 
To «lfe£l me half tn hour i 
Sooner wouhl I write in bulkinft. 
Mournful elegies on ^ Dlueikins. 
If I laugh fit Whig and Torjr) 
1 conclude ^/fr/iffi^ 
All your eloquence will fcarce. 
Drive me front my fivduiitt: fafcfei 
Thii I mufl infift on ; for, as 
It is well obfcrt'd by f Horaoci. 
Ridicule hath greater power 
To reform the world, than four. 
Horfes thus, let jockles )ttdge elfe^. 
Switches better guide thin cudgels*. 
BaAingft heavy, dry, obtufe, 
Only dulnefs can produce } 
White a little gentle jerking 
Sets tlie fptrits ell a-wotking. 

Thus, I find it by experiment, 
Scolding moves you lefs than merriments 
I may Aorm and rage in vain i 
It but AupiBes your brain. 
But widt raillery to nettle 
Sets your thoughts upon their mettle | 
Oives imagination ftope j 
Never lets your mind ,elope j 

* The famous thief, wlio, whilft on his trial at the 
Old Bailty, ihl.bed Jonaiiian Wild. N. 

f ** Ridiculum acri, ^c." 

Diivei 
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Drlf •• ottff ItranitUflf; iii4 coAMmiofit. 
Brln|$% in rcftfvn mm) InvtftfUMi. 
9nr ymt Mn^ i» i¥f1t ii mint « 
1 the toftf (lyta flMlirw. 
f Oioulil ifinlr.f a ftgUN feunry^ 
Ami ymit ttaml itfrn foffTy-tttryy. 

If who tiyvc 10 Ura a lUnf 
fliHh at ftnatf hiitifa and klnfci 
TItat I hey mi{(hf fmtie hatttr way trrail«. 
T(f avoid lilt' tmhlk harriNl i 
TlMiufrht no niattKiri mora cimtmiHtiout», 
Than lo fliaw thatr tictt cNltmt% i 
Whtch I thofa ta tfiaka attt>aar» 
Not hy an^ar^ hut a fnaar . 
A% my mAtioil of (rformln^ 
1« l»y tau|{hinfr, not hy (\tnm\n^ 
iVm my Irlaml* harr atway% thotijirhr 
TcmUsrncf* my ^ifiitrA fault) i 
Wimhl you hatra ma rhatijfa my Oyto ^ 
On yoor fiiuh» no Uw^rt fmlla i 
Huff to patch up alt our (|aiittH«» 
ij^tiif you \t%u from tMufarrh'o Motatt) 
(It frnm HttUmum ptiNtuca 
Mu%m% tcti-lnnir WifilomS nfr f 

U I trrat ynu likr* a rrftwnM*hriiit| 
You hiivc ilit'Ap rnou|rh (mnpiMimkili 
Clin you put-ift \\iy,\wt (Uiim^ 
Than tlia tiwnt'r<) nf Hf . jiint(*%. 
Yfhi arr luif Ut (rrrat m {rrii'Viinrf , 
Ai itic hitrhn^n of b\. btuphrn'i. 
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You are of^Jowwr clafe 

Than my friend Sir Robert Brafs. 

None of thefe h^^ .mercy found : 

I have laugh'd, and lafh'd them found. 

Have you feen .a rock^et fly ? 
You would fwear it pierc'd the iky x 
It but reach*d the* middle air. 
Burning into pieces thei» : 
Thoufand fparkles falling down 
Light on many a coxcomb's crown s 
See what mirth the fport creates ; 
Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 
Thus, fhould I attempt to climb. 
Treat you in a ftyle fublime. 

Such a rocket is my Mufe : 

Should I lofty numbers chufe. 

Ere I reached Parnadbs' top^ 

I fhould burfV, and burfting drop $ 

All my fire would fall in fcraps j 

Give your head fome gentle raps; 

Only make it fmart a while x 

Then could I forbear to fmilc, 

When I found the tingling pain 

Entering warm your frigid brain i 

Make you able upon fight 

To decide of wrong and right ; 

Talk with fenfe whatc*er you pleafe on ; 

Learn to relifli truth and reafon ? 
Thus we both ihali gain our prize « 

I to laugh, and ypu grow wife. 

A YOU^ 
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A YOUNO LADY'S COMPLAINT, 

FOR 

The Stay of the DEAN m ENGLAND. J725. 

"D LO W, yc Zephyrs, gentle gales } 
•" Gently fill the fwelling fails. 
Neptune, with thy trident long. 
Trident three-fork'd, trident ilrong j 
And ye Nereids fair and gay, 
Furer than the roTe in May, - 
Nereids living in deep caves, 
Gently wafh'd with gentle waves; . 
Nereids, Neptune, lull afleep 
Ruffling florms, and ruffled deep ; 
All around, in pompous ftate. 
On this richer Argo wait : 
Argo, bring my Golden Fleece ; 
Argo, bring him to his Greece* 
Will Cadenus longer ftay ? 
Come, Cadenus, come away ; 
Come with all the hafle of lore. 
Come unto thy turtle-dove. 
The ripen'd cherry on the tree 
Hangs, and only hangs for thee ; 
Lufcious peaches, mellow pears, 
Ceres with her yellow cars, 
And the grape, both red and white. 
Grape infpiring juft delight ; 
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All are ripe, and courting fue 
To be pluck'd and prefs'd by yoa.. 
Pinks have loft their blooming redi 
Mourmng hang their drooping head,. 
Eveiy flower languid feems,. 
Wants the colour of thy beams, 
X Beams o£ wondvous fbrct and power^, 
Beams reviving e^ry flower. 
Come, Cadenus^ bleft; oncd more,v 
Blefs again thy native fliore ; 
Blefs again this drooping ifle, 
Make its weeping beauties fihile^. 
Beauties that thine. abiiinoe ndourn^. 
Beauties wiflitog thy return. 
Gome, Cadenus, come with hafle^ 
Come before the winter's blaft ^ 
Swifter than the lightning fly ;. 
Or. I, like YanefTa, die. 



A LETTER TO THE DEAN;. 
WHEN IN ENGLAND. 171^.. 

TT'OU will excufe me, Lfuppofe, 

^ For fending rhyme inftead of profe,. 
Becaufe hot weather makes- me lazy ; 
To write in metre is more eafy. 

While you are trudging London towni* 
I 'm ftroling Dublin up and down ; 

While 



A LETTER TO THE DEAN. «» 

Whik you CMiTeife with lords and dukes* 
1 have their betters bete, my books 4 
¥ix'd in an elbow-chair at eafe, 
I chufe companions as I pleafe. 
I 'd rather have one (ingle fhelf 
Than all my friends, except yourfelf^ 
For, after all that can be faid. 
Our bed acquaintance ace the dead* 
While you 're in raptures with Pauftina ^^ 
I 'm charm'd atlnxne with our Sheelina. 
While you are flarving there in flate, 
I 'm cramming here with butchers meat* 
You fay, .when with thofe lords you dinc^ 
They treat you with the beft of wine. 
Burgundy, Cyprus, and Tokay ; 
Why fo can we, as well as they. 
l^o reafon then, my dear good Dean, 

But you ihould travel home again« 

What though you may n't in Ireland hope 

To find fuch folk as Gay and Pope ; 

If you with, rhymers here would fhaie 

But half the wit that you can fpare, 

I 'd lay twelve eggs, that, in twelve days. 

You *d make a dozen of Popes and Gays. 
Our weather 's good, our iky is clear. 

We 've every joy, if you were here i 

So lofty and fo bright a Iky 

Was never fccn by Ireland's eye 1 

^ Sigttora Jauftina, a famous Italian iingcr. 

I4iib!k 
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I think it fit to let you know, 

This week I fhall to Qjiiica go { 

To fee M'Faydcn*8 homey brothers, 

Firft fuck, and after bull their mothers i 

To fee, alas I my withcrM trees f 

To fee what all the country fees ! 

My ftunted c^uicks, my famifli*d beeves^ 

My fervants fuch a pack of thieves i 

My ihatter'd firs, my blafted oaks, 

My houfc in common to all folks ; 

No cabbage for a fmgle fnail, 

My turnipl, carrots, parfnips, fail { 

My no green peas, my few green fprouts i 

My mother always in the pouts } 

My horfes rid, or gone aflray ; 

My fi(h all ftorn, or run away i 

My mutton lean, my pullets old, 

My poultry flarv'd, the corn all fold. 

A man, come now from Q^ilca, fays, 
" They *vc* (lorn the locks from all your keys :*• 
But, what mufl fret and vex me more. 
He fays, " Thy llolc the keys before. 
" Tbey *ve flolen the knives from all the forks i 
•• And half the cows from half the fturks." 
Nay more, the fellow fwears and vows, 
" They *vc ftoPn the fhirks from half the cows t" 

♦ Tbij is the grand thief of the county of Cavan i 
for whatever is Aden, if you cmiuirc of a fcrvant about 
it, the anfwcr h, ** 7biji have flolen it/' Faulkner. 

With 
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With many more accounts of wot } 
Yet, though the deril be therCf 1 11 go t 
Twixt you and me^ the reafon 's clear^ 
Becaufe I 'v more veiatkni here. 



PALINODIA. 

HORACErBOOK I. ODE XVL 

GREAT Sir, than Phoebus more divine, 
Whofe verfes far his rays ouc-ihine. 
Look down upon your quondam foe i , 
Oh ! let me never write again. 
If e*er I difoblige you. Dean, 
Should you compaflion ihow. 

Take thofe larobicks which I wrote, 
When anger made me piping hot, 

And give them to your cook. 
To fingc your fowl, or fave your parte. 
The next time when you have a fead ; 

They '11 fave you many a book. 

To burn them, you are not content ; 
I give you then my free confcnt, 

To fmk them in the harbour t 
If not, they '11 fcrvc to fet off blocks. 
To roll on pipes, and twift in locks ) 

So give them to your barber. 

5 Or, 
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NuvMnker M, 1716, 
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And all her buftling but fupplies 
The part of wholefome exercifc. 
Thus nature hath rcfolvM to pay her 
Tht cat's nine lives, and eke the care. 

Long may (be Jive, and help her friend* 
Wliene'er it fiiits her private ends y 
Domedic buiinefs never mind 
Till coffee has her (bpacli lin'd ; 
But, when her breakfaft gives her courage^ 
Then think on Stella's chicken-porridge ; 
I mean when Tiger * has been ferv'd, 
Or elfe poor Stella may be flarv'd. 

May Bee have many an evening napy 
With Tiger flabbering in her lap ; 
But always take a fpeciaFcare 
She does not overfet the chair ! 
Still be flic curious, never hearken 
To any fpeech but Tiger's barking ? 
* And when ihe 's in another fcene» 
Stella long dead, but iiril the Dean, 
May fortune and her coffee get her 
Companions that will pleafe her better f 
Whole afternoons will (it befide her, 
Nor for negle£is or blunders chide h^, 
A goodly fet as can be fvund 
Of hearty gofTips prating round s 
Frefh from a wedding or a chriflening. 
To teach her ears the art of Mcning, 

* Mrs. Dingley's favourite lap-dog. Sec next pi^ 

Ab 
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And plealfe her more to hear them tatde« 
Than the Dean ftonn^ or $telb jattk. 
Late be her^leath, one ^ntle nod» 
^KVlien Herme«9 waitifig with hU io4» 
Shall^o Elyfian fields invite her. 
Where (here will be socaees 10 fright htrf 

ON THE COLLAR OP TIGER, 

MRS. DIKGLSY'S LAP-DOG. 
T} RAY fteal zne not; ( 'm Mrs. Dbgby'ft 
^ Whole heart in ihisfqHr-fooced^bi.TigUQt. 



EPIGRAMS ON WINDOWS. 

Moft of them written in 1726. 

I. On a Window at an Ink. 

TTTE fly from luxury and wealth, 
~ ^ To hardihips in purfuit of lie^cli ; 
From generous wines and coftly fare. 
And dozing in an eafy-chair ; 
Purfuc the Goddcfs Health in vain. 
To find her in a country fcene. 
And every where licr footfteps trace. 
And fee her marks in every face 5 
And dill her favourites we meet, 
Croutling the roads with naked fecc 
But, oh! fo faintly we purfue, 
We ne*er can have her fall in view. 
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II. At an Inn in England, 

ri^ H E glafs, by lovers nonftnfe blurr'd, 
-*■ Dims and obfcvMres our fight : ^ 
So when our paifions Love hath flirr*d. 
It darkens Reafon's light. 



' III. AnOTH E R, 

TH E church and clergy here, no doubt, 
Arc very near akin; 
Both weather-beaten are without j 
And empty both within. 

IV. At C H E S T E R. 

TV TY landlord is civil, 
•^^•*- But dear as the d — 1 : 
Your pockets grow empty. 
With nothing to tempt ye : 
The wine is fo four, . 
•Twill give you a fcour j 
The' beer aAd the ale 
Are mingled with ftale. 
The veal is fuch carrion, 
A dog would be weary on. 
All this I have felt, 
For I live i:>n a fmclt. 

V. Anothei 
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V. Another, in Chester. 

np H E walls of this town 
■*• Are full of renown, 
And Grangers delight to walk round 'em Zr 

But as for the dwellers> 

Both buyers and fellersy 
For me, you may hang *em, or drown 'cm. 

VI. Another, at H a l y « e a i> *. 

r\ NEPTUNE r Neptune ! mufl I ftill 

^^ Be here detained againft my will ? 

Is this your juftice, when I *m come 

Above two hundred miles from home ? 

O'er mountains fteep, o'er dufly plains. 

Half choak'd with duft, half drown'd with rains ; 

Only your Gbdfliip to implore, 

To let me kifs your other Ihore ? , 

A boon fo fmall ! but I may weep, 

Whilft you 're, like Baal, faft aflecp. 

VII. Another, written upon a. Window where 

there was no Writing before. 

* 

np H AN K S to my ftars, I once can fee 
■*• A window here from fcribbling free : 
Here no conceited coxcombs pafs, v 

To fcratch their paultry drabs on glafs ; 
Nor party-fool is calling names. 
Or dealing crowns to George and James. 

• Thefe verfes are figned J — K — , but written, as 
it is prjcfumed, in Dr. Swift's hand. 

D 2 ON, 
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VIII. On fc^ng Verges written upo*- 
Windows at Inn^s, 

•*' Of vnndows in hh breads 
Becaufe be ne'er a thought allow'd 
Th^ might not be confeft; 

His window fiorawl'd by every rake^ 

His bieaft again would cover -, 
And fairly bid the devil take 

The diamond and the lover. 

IX. A N d T H E S» 

Tl Y Satan< taught, all conjurers know 
''^ Your miilrefs in a glafs to ihow. 

And yott can d» as much r 
In this the devil and you agree : 
l^one e'er made verfes vvorfe than ha. 

And thine I fwear are fuch. 

X, A N o T H E K» 

nr^HAT love is the devil, I *11 prove when Ttquir*d ; 
'*" Thofc rhymers abundantly (how it ! 
They fwear that they all by love are inipit'd^ 
And cIm devil 's a damnabk poet. 

TO 
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TO JANUS, ON N^W-YEAR'S-DAY. 
^T*WO-fac*d Janus, god of Time I 

•*• Be tny Phoebus while I rhimc ; 
To oblige yo«r crony Swift, 
Bring our dame a oew-year's-gift : 
She Kas got but half a face ;* 
Janus, (ince thou haft a brace. 
To my lady once be kind ; ^ 

Give her half thy face behind. 

God of Tirtiej if you be wife, 
Look not with y^mr future eyes ; 
What imports thy forward light f 
Well, if you could lofe it quite. 
Can you uke delight in viewing 
This poor ♦ Ifle's approaching ruin, 
When thy retrofpcftion vaft 
Sees the gloriou's ages pad ? 
Hq>py natton, were we Blind, 
Or had only eyes behind ! 

Drown your morals, madam cries, 
I *11 have none but forward eyes ; 
Prudes dccayM about may tack, 
Strain their necks with looking back. 
Give me Time when ooming on : 
Who regards him when lie 's gone ? 
By the Dean though gravely told, 
New years help to make me old i 
Yet I find a new yearns lace 
Burniihes an old year's face : 
Give me velvet and quadrille, 
i 'U have ^outh and beauty (BIL 

• /re/and. A V kV 
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A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 

Written after the News of the * King's Deaths 

Richmond-lodge is a houfa with a fmall pafk be- 
longing to the Crown. It was ufually granted by tht 
Crown for a leafe of years. The Duke of Ormond 
was the laft who had it. After his exile, it was 
given to the Prince of Wales by the King. The 
Prince and Princefs ufually pafled their fummer 
there. It is within a mile of Richmond. 

Marble- HILL is a houfe built by Mrs. Howard, then 
of the bed-chamber, now countefs of Suffolk, and 
groom of the flole to the Qyccn. It is on the Mid- 
dlefex fide, near Twickenham, where Mr. Pope 

• lived, and about two miles from Richmond-lodge. 
Mr. Pope was the contriver of the gardens, Lord- 
Herbert the architeft, the Dean of St. Patrick's chief 
butler and keeper of the Ice-houfe. Upon King 
George's death, thefe two houfes met, and had the 
following Dialogue. 

T N ^P'S^^ ®^ Pope/ in fpight of Gay, 
•*■ And all that he or they can fay } 
Sing on I muft, and iing I will 
Of Richmond-lodge and Marble-hill. 

♦ George I. who died after i fhort ficknefs Iw eatrng 
a melon, at Ofnaburg, in. his way to Hanovtr, 
lune XI, 1727. — The poem was carried to court, and 

d to king George II. and queen Caroline. 
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Laft Friday ntjgKt, as ncighboun ufe, 
This couple met to talk of news : 
For by old proverbs it appears, 
That walls have tongues, and hedges ears. 

Marble-hill. 

Quoth Marble-hill, right well I ween. 
Your miftrefs now is grown a queen : 
You *11 find it foon by woeful proof ; 
She '11 come no more beneath your roof. 
Richmond-lodge. 

The kingly prophet well evinces. 
That we ihould put no truft in prmces .- 
My royal mafter promised me 

To raife me to a high degree j ' 

But now he *s grown a king, God wot, 
I fear I (hall be foon forgot.- 
You fee, when folks have got their ends, 
How quickly they neg?e£t their friends j 
Yet I may fay, 'twixt me and you. 
Pray God, they now may find- as true ! 

Marble-hill. 
My houfe was built but for a fhow, 
My ]ady*s empty pockets know; 
And now (he will not have a (hilling, 
T% raife the ftairs, or build the cieliug; 
For all the courtly madams round 
Now pay four (hillings in the pound : 
Tis come to what I always thought : 
Mv dame is harcllv worth a groat. 
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Had you tad I bem ccmrtsert hornp 
W« Ihould not tbut have lain ferlorn t 
For thofe we daxrrout courtian calif 
Can rife upon their maftert'/Siif. 
But vfe, unlucky and unwife^ 
f/Ludfaii becaufe our maftert H/i. 

RiCHMOffD-LODOB. 

My maftcTi fcarce a fortnight fince^ 
Wat grown at wealthy at a prince } 
But now it will be no fuch things 
For he Ml be poor at any kifig i 
And by hit crown will nothing get, 
But like a king to run ^n debt. 

Marbli-hill. 
No mora the Dean» that grave divimlf 
Shall keep the key of my no«-wine i 
My ice-houfe rob> at barecofore, 
And fteal ray artichoket no mora i 
Poor Patty Blount no more ba ieea 
Bedraggled in my walkt fo green i 
Plump Johnny Gay will now elope i 
And here no more will dangle Pope, 

RfCHMOND*LODOB. 
Here wont the Dean^ when he 't to feek, 
To fpunge a breal(fa(l once a week ; t 

To cry the bread wat Aale^ and mutter 
Complaint! againd the royal butter. 
But now I fear it will be faid, 
No butter ftickt upon hit bread. 

Wi 



A ?AITOBAL OlALOOVfi. ^^ 

Wi fooA Aill find Mm fcU cri ff Will, 
ftn wmt of tJKtMag ta »ht <|tiMA $ 
•ittfifiliig btr foytl iMTf with talking i 
HU HVirmni uA \m kigkit^ wallting t 
WMM Mr Chirlottf ^ Jilie * Arollin 
fits moiMMMl M ttii fard«fi*roflir« 
A levtodly flgitt to iiM btr ridf 
Witli mtknt Mirmom f at liar fMla. 
In vfftiffc cap Ml baad itai warm \ 
Hit bat Ibr Aow tMnaath itit arm. 

MAftOLI-liaL* 

tana foncli-iia bfoltar from tha city 
Will potahafc nMf fba mora 'a fba pity i 
L«y ill my Am plantacioM waAo 
To fif tMm to ttii vtilKir talU i 
Chang'd lor ttia wnh in at my part# 
My tmiAir Fopa will hraalt hit haart. 

RlCNMOKf»*'LODOK« 

lo my own Thamat may I \n drowiMlad, 
t1 %*w 1 (loop bancith a crownVt-liaad i 
Eicapc bar tnajafty prairaita 
To piaca ma with tha princa of Walat » 
Aod than 1 iliall ba fraa from faar«f 
For ha 11 ba prinea tlicfa fifty yaart* 
f than will turn a cmittkr xwu 
Ami farva tiia tlmc», ai dtliert Uo« 

• Laily Cliarlotta da RourTy, a Franth lailv. 

t Marritiit de Mirtmmif a Ftanch man of 'f|ualky. 
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Plain loyalty, not built on hope, 
I leave to your contriirer, Pojjie : 
None loves his king' and country better. 
Yet none was ever lefe thchr debtor. 

Marfle-hill. 
Then let hiro come and take a nap 
Jn fummer on my verdant lap : 
Prefer our villas, where the Thames is,. 
To Kenfmgton, or hot St. James's ; 
Nor (hall I dull in filencc fit ; 
For *tis to me he owes his- wit ; 
My groves, my echoes, and my birds,. 
Have taught him his poetic words. 
We gardens, and you wilderneflcs,- . •! ' - 
A (Tift all poets in cliftrefles. 
Him twice a week I here expe£V,- 
To rattle Moody * for ncgle^l ; :- 

An idle rogue, who fpcnds his quartridge 
In tippling at the Dcg and partridge i 
And I can hardly get hini down 
Three times a week to brufh my gown^ 

Richmond-lodge. 
I pity you, dear Marble-bill ; 
But hope to fee you flourifti ftill. 
All happincfs — and fo adieu. 

Marbl^e-hill.. 
Kind Richmond-lodge, the fame to you. 

* The gardener. 

DESIRE 
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DESIRE AND POSSESSION. 1727. 

''T^IS ftrange, what difiFercnt thoughts infpirc 

■■' In men, Pofleffion and Defirc ! 
Think what they wilh fo great a blcfling; 
So difappointcd when poflcflmg ! 

A moraUfl profoundly fage 
^I know not'in what book or page. 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale) 
Related thus the following tale. 

Pofleffion, and Dcfire his brother. 
But dill at variance with each other^ 
Were feen contending in a race ; 
And kept at firfl an equal pace : 
•Tis faid, their courfe continued long; 
For this was a£^ive, that was flrong : 
Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 
Milled them many a league about. 
Seduc'd byfome deceiving light. 
They take the wrong way for the right ; 
Through flippery by-roads dark and deep, 
They often climb, and often creep. 

Deiire, the fwifter of the two. 
Along the plain like lightning flew : 
Till, entering on a broad high-way. 
Where poiver and titles fcatter'd lay. 
He drove to pick up all he found. 
And by excurfions loft his ground : 
No fooncr got, than with difdain 
He threw ihem on the ground again ; 
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And hifted fonyard to purfue 
FrcHi obje£b fuier to hii view ; 
'In hope to'fpring fome nobler game ; 
•But all he took was juft the fame : 
Too fcornfttl now to ftop fais pape» 
fie fpurn'd diem in his oval's h»i 

Pofleifion kepcthe beaten road ; 
iAnd gathier'd all his brother (bow'd $ 
®ut overcharged^ and out of wind, 
Though flrong in limbs, he iagg'd behMUL 

•Deiire had now die |poal in fight i 
It was a tower ^ mooftrous height i 
tWhere on die fumimt Fortune ftands^ 
A crown and'fcfi^rc tii'her iHmds i 
&neath a chafm as deep as hell, 
Where many a bold adventurer fell. 
Deiire in rapture gaz'd a while. 
And faw die tDeaeherous goddefs fmile^ 
Dut, as Jie climb'd to grafp the crown, 
?She knock 'd him with the fceptre down. 
He tumbled in the gulph profound ; 
There doom'd to whirl an cndlefs round. 

PoffeiTion's load was grown Co great. 
He funk-beneath the cumberous weight : 
Jbid, as he now^e^ring lay. 
Flocks every ominous bird of prey $ 
The raven, vulture, owl, and kite. 
At once upon his carcafe light, 
And, ftrip his hide, and pick his bones, 
Rcgardlefs of lus dying groans. 
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ON CENSURB. lyij. 
"XT IS, wifcy inftruft me to cndme 
-^ An evil, which tdmltt no cute ; 
Or, how this evil can be borne. 
Which breeds at once both hate and fcoRU 
Bare innocence is no fupporty 
When you are try'd in Scandal's court. 
Stand high in honour, wealth, or wit s 
All others/ who inferior lit, 
Conceive themfclves in confcience bound 
To join, and drag you to the ground. 
Your altitude offends the t yes 
Of thofe who want the power to rife* 
The world, a willing ftander-byy 
Inclines to aid a fpecious lye : 
Alas ! they would not do you wrong ; 
But all appearances are ilrong ! 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detra^ing people fay ? 
For let mankind difcharge their tongues 
In venom, till they burft their lungs^ 
Their utmofl malice cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger ake ; 
^lor fpoii your ihape, diftort your face» 
)r put one feature out of place ; 
for will you find your fortune fink 
y what they fpeak or what they think ; 
or can ten hundred thoufand lyes 
ake you lefs virtuous, learn*d, or wife* 
The mod effe£^ual way to baulk 
eir malice, is-*co let them tallu 
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THE FURNITURE 

OF A WOMAN'S MIND, iji;, 

A Set of phrafes learnt by rote j 
•^^ A paflion for a fcarlet-coat j 
When at a play to laugh, or cry, 
Yet cannot tell the rcafon why ; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute. 
While all Ihe prate? has nothing in itj 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb (it. 
And take his nonfenfe all for wit j 
Her learning mounts to read a fong, 
But half the words pronouncing wrong; 
Hath every repartee in (lore 
She fpoke ten thoufand times before ; 
Can ready compliments fupply 
On all occafions, cut and dry; 
5uch hatred to a parfon's gown, 
The fight will put her in a fwoon ; 
Por converfation well endued. 
She calls it witty to be rude ; 
And, placing raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud your greateft failing ; 
Nor make a fcruple to expofe 
Your bandy leg, or crooked nofe ; 
Can at her morning tea run o'er 
The fcandal of tlie day before ; 

ItBproving 



njRNrruRB 6t?' a woman's mind. ^ 

Imprcmng kouxiy In her ikilly 
To cheat and vrrangle at quadrille. 

In chuiing lace, a critick nice, 
Knows to a groat the lowefl price ; 
Can in her female clubs cRfpute, 
What linen beft the filk will fuit. 
What colours each complexion match. 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a moufe creeps in her Hght» 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; 
So fweetly fcreams, if it comes near her. 
She raviihes all hearts to hear her^ 
Can dextrouily her hufband teafe. 
By taking fits whene'er Ihe pleafe j 
By frequent practice learns the trick 
At proper feafons to be .fick ; 
Thinks nothing gives one airs (b pretty. 
At once creating love and pity ; 
If Molly haj^>ens to be carelefs. 
And but negle6b to warm her hair-lace. 
She gets a cold as Cure as death. 
And vows ibe fcarce can fetch her breadi f 
Admires how moddt women can 
Be fo robiiftiotfSy like a man. 

In party, furious to her po^^'a: { 
A bkcer Whig, or Tory four j 
Her axguroents dired^ly tend 
Againft the fide ihe would defend i 
Will prove herfclf a Tory plain, 
From principles the Whigs maintain ; 

Vol. II. E Atvd, 
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Each ttom hy fome other (Iruck 
All turni and motioni triei i 
« Tillt in a lump together (luek^ 
Behold a Poem rife I 

Yet to the Dean hit (hare allot » 

He clatmi it by a canon i 
Thai wiibout which a thing is not, 

U, caH/aJim gud non, 

Thttfi Popct in vain you boaft your wit i 

For» had our deaf Divine 
Been for your convcrfation fir^ 

You had not writ a line. 

Of Sherlock ^ i\\w, for preaching f^m^di 

Tht Sexton reafon'd well { 
And juAly half the merit claimM, 

Becaufe he rang th§ btlL 



A LOVE POEM 

FROM A PHYSICIAN TO HIS MISTRESS. 

Written at London in the Year 1727. 

"D Y Poet! we are well alTiir'd 

^ That Love, alatl can ne'er be rirrVf 

A complicated heap of iUi, 

Defpifmg Mttfts and pilU, 

* The Dean of St. Paul'ii fatlier to the bifliop. N. 

Ah I 



A t0V ft POUM. If 

Ah f Cit\m9 th)« ( Art«1 <« f f u^ ' 
%\ht:t fifft I giite my b^«H f<iyMi« 

t ft#4lfl my f«l/f my #i/«f w«mMrf« 
t^f>w jtMkrdfy my MfMrnUifn/f Irlfti 

WW ^fy m \\^i^ f yM f ti^wi 
My tf$H^fh w«mO)iH^ mi»fe« mnjptm, 

Omm y«(i s i^hfttf f)j$)f kt full I 
Whtff ^*//# >if>v^/ frofn tli^M<« i Cilf ^ 
tilVf^ f^Ml^ts w)h^1<» iff tffv«i»h« ptfhU 
tUfW h**** yii Uftn my Itfuri f^» j»rA^f% 

W^^m^Vf \ S^iki 4 Hv#1 HumM, 

Wifli fflh*f¥ filth my liM*»h n/iif»«j ; 
ftmifM U^f f 4(A^^/ir Till f ttmjl t 

W)«««h# if I tii»mm ///';<(* f^t Itfilf, 
\ m^fH U \ny\i'i\ to r^M >i //«//. 



S4 ftWflTT'l »OKMS» 

DEAN SWIFT AT 8IR ARTHUR A^HESON'S 
IN TUB NORTH OF JRELAHft. 

'T'HE Dean wftiikl vifit Market-hillf 
•^ Our invitiitloil was but flight | 
I fflid,— Whf let IhiA, if h(! will : 
And fo I bade Sir Artbur write. 

His manners would ndt let hitti wilt» 
Led we Dinuld tbtnk ouffVltes ii€gl«&i| 

And fo we faw him at rmt ^at6 
Tbrce days before he was e]|pe£led< 

After a week, a niuntti^ a <[uarteri 

And day fiicteeding alter day, 
Says not a word of his departure, 

Tliougd not a Tout would hare htm ftay, 

Tve fa id enough til make him blulb, 

^*^erhi^ks, or elfc the DeviPs in'ti 
But lie rni es not for it k riiili, 

I lor foi my iifc will lake the hint. 

n»it yrtn, my dtrar, ttirty let him kno\Vt 

hi ( ivil larif^Oape, if be ftays, 
ITow dcfep and inw] the ronds may groW^ 

And that lie tiiay ( rimmand the cliaift. 

Or you may fay— My wife inrends, 
'I bou^li I fhoubl lie excenling proud^ 

This vvintci to inviie fome iiir.whf 
And, Bir, J know, you hat*' a cioWd. 



M/ i»«»Sr*ft Iff*, »' *> hfytfiir*^, 

Mf« ».'»"*' "f ^ <|7<**'^ *"*•' ♦'■''/ ^^^ * 
An** •K"-/ ff if» hJ*"* fhf" ff.''!»l» i *^«7f 

Ml- hf^f"" ♦'•'» *■*• ^" '"»'■ ^'^z 

f A, f rf I f'r-fl,!, |r^« I "/..fM rfif'fl 

fff- ».*■#.•!*• lira"', 9rtA t Jt" ^f V^'l, 

Ar.'» rTI'»^•• him fff*?! irt/'* iT;« »»!•• '■S'f/^ ' 

Wf'h f *i^»♦.r•/ h'f.t*. »i»ifj.'«, ^»"' f "«•» ' 

#»r» If f*ff ffM Of ^-ST j»# M^^i'fr f llff '. 

r V"ijf>f ^'•^- *'" •* = '. •♦>'»-»t '.f -f- r-rfk ff.»M '»•*. 

1^ y? ^...|./ rf.*--'* •'iM ^fH; •»<*«.♦, It*'tl*>r ^r*<»tfr^, 
M*/''* ''r'*! I»>'» '^^f h; ^li**?*-*, I.t«* rfiif'» h/ ft*#'if*. 
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5ft . SWIFT'S PO£M& 

ON CUTTING DOWN THE OLD THQRNf 
AT M ARKET-HILL^.- 

A T Markct-HUl, as well appears^ 
•^^ By chronicle of ancient daic^ 
There flood fbr many hundred yeaiu 
A fpacious thorn before the gate. 

Hithec^me every village^mttd^ 
And on the boughs her garland hung $ 

And here, beneath the fpreading (hade. 
Secure from Satyrs fate and fuag. 

Sir Archibald f , that valorous knighr. 

The lord of all the fruitful plain. 
Would come and liilen with delight; 

For he was fond of rural fbaiiu 

* A village near the feat of Sir Arthur Achf foir^ 
where the Dean fometimes made a long vifit. The tree» 
which was a remarkable one, was much admired by 
the Knight. Yet die Dean^ in one of his unaccounuble 
humours* gave direfiions for cutting it down in the 
abfence of Sir Arthur ', who was of courfe highly ior 
ccnfedy nor would fee Swift for fome time after. By 
way of making his peace, the* Dean wrote this poem ; 
which had the defired effe^^. N. 

t Sir Archibald Achefon, fecrctary oi ftate (or 
Scotland. 

5 . (Sir 



MARKET-HILJ. THp&N, ^i 

(Sir Aichibakla whofe favorite name 

Shall ftand for ages on record/ 
By Scotdih bards, of bigheft fame^ 

Wife Ifawdioniden and Stirling's lord *.) 

Bat ume with iron teeth, I ween. 
Has canker'd jdl its branches round ) 

Ko fruit or bloiibm to be feen. 
Its head zeciining towards th^ ground* , 

This aged, £ckly, faplefs thorn. 

Which mud, alas I no Ignger £Land^ 
Behold the cruel Dean in fcorn 

Cuts down with facrilegious hand» 
Dame Nature, when fhe faw the bloWn 

Aftoniih'd, gave a dreadful fhriekf . 
And mother Tellusi trembled fo. 

She fcarce recovered in a week. 

The Sylvan powers, with fear pcrplex'd. 

In prudence and compaiTion, fcnt 
(For none could tell whofe turn was next) 

Sad omens of the dire event. 

The magpye, lighting on the Aock, 

Stood cliatteFiDg with incelTant din ; 
And with her beak gave many a knock 

To rouze and warn the nymph within. 

« Drummond of Hawthornden, and Sir WfHiam 
Alexander earl of Stirling, who were both friends to 
lir Archibald, and famous for llieir poetry. 

The 



The owl fdWfaw, In petiftn mood. 

The ruin of hef Jtticient feat > 
And fled in h^iit, With all her brodd'^ 

T* feek a molt fecate retreat 

Laft trolled forth &€ gentle fwine. 
To eafb her iteh againft the ftomp^ 

And difmally wa§ hakrd tO >^hme. 
All i« Atf ferubVd her thcazly futtpw 

The nymph who dwells in evtry tree, 

(If all be true that po^ts chant) 
Condemned by Fate's fuprttoe decree, ' 

Muft die with her expiring plant. 

Thusy when the gentle Spina fbuhcl 

The thoirn committed to her cart 
Receiv'd its laft and deadly wbuhd. 

She fled> and vaniih'd int6 iit. 

But from the toot a difmal groan 
Firft ifluirig ftnick the murderer's cats | 

Andy in a fhrill revengeful tone, 
This prophecy he trembling hean : 

'«*Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
«* Rclctttlcfs Dean, to mifchief bom i 

<< My kindred oft' thine hide fhall gall, 
« Thy gown and cafTock oft' be torn. 

<< And thy confederate dame, who brags 
" That (he condemned me to the fire, 

•* Shall rend her petticoats to rags, 
** And wound her legs with every brier. 

"15 



MAmcET^aiLL taORN. if 

** Nor thou, lord Arthur *, fhalt efcape | 

<< To thee i ofctn «all'<it^ in vahf, - 
** Againft that aflaffin in crape ; 

*' Yel thou could^ tamely iee me flain t 

" Kor, wlieh I JTeFt the dreadful blow, 
** Or chid tl# I>tfanyr or piiicL'd thy fpoufe | 

^ Since you could fee me treated £o 
** (An old retainer to your houie)< 

^ May that Idt Dean, by whofe command 
•* Wm form'd tMs MachiiMian plot, 

^ Kot leatre a thifiHe on thy knd ; 
M Then iprh0 will 6wn thee for a SeOt ^ 

* Pigs ihd ^ji^lk^y cows and tcia^s, 

** Tbipu^K ill thy empire I jforefee, 
•* To tcir tiy htdges, join in leagues, 

** Sworn to revenge my thorn and me» 

** And thouy the wretch (^dain'd by fate» 

^ Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown, 
** With hatchet blunter than thy pate, 

** To hack my haUow'd tinabca: down j 

** When tbou, Aifpehded high in air,. 

** Dy'ft on a more ignobld tree 
^ (For thbu ihalt (leal thy landbtd*^ mare), 

** Then, bloody caitif I think on me." 

^ Sir Arthur Achcfom. 

MY 
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MY LAD Y'S* 

LAMENTATION AND COMPLAINT 

AGAINST THE, DEAN. 

July 28, 1728. 



QURE never did man fee 
■^ A wretch like poor 

Nancy, 
So teaz'd day and night 
By a Dean and a Knight* 
To puniih my (insy 
Sir Arthur beg^s^ 
And gives me a wipe 
With Skinny and Snipe f : 
His malice is plain. 
Hallooing the Dean. 
The Dean never ftbps. 
When he opens hi; chops; 
I 'm quite over-run 
With rebus and pun. 

Before he came here 
To fpunge for good cheer, 
I fate with delight, 
From morning till xught. 
With two bony thumbs 
Could rub my old gums, 

* Lady Achcfon. 
t Sec p. 55. 



Or fcratching my nofc. 
And jogging my toes ; 
But at prefent, fbrfooth, 
I muft not mb a tooth. 
When my elbows he fees 
Held up by my knees. 
My arms, like two piop8» 
Supporting my chops. 
And juft as I handle 'em 
Moving all like a pendu- 
lum; 
He trips up my props. 
And down my chin dropc. 
From my head to my heels. 
Like a deck without wheels } 
1 (ink in the fpleen. 
An ufelefs machine. 
If he had his wil!, 
I ihould never fit flill : 
He comes with his whims, 
I muft move my limbs; 



I cannot 
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I cannot be fweet 
Without ufing my feet ; 
To lengthen my breath. 
He tires me to death. 
By the worft of all Sqaires, 
Through bogs and through 

brierSy 
Where a cow would be 

ftartled» 
I 'm in fpite of my heart led ; 
Andy fay what I will, 
Haul'd up every hill; 
Till, daggled and tattcr'd, 
My fpirits quite fhatter'd, 
I letnm hone at night, 
And fail, out of fpite : 
For I 'd rather be dead, 
Than it e*er ihould be faid, 
I was better for him 
In ftomach or limb. 

But now to my diet; 
No eating in quiet. 
He 'sflill finding fault, 
Too four or too fait : 
The wing of a chick 
I hardly can pick; 
But traih without meafure 
I iwallow with plcafure. 

Next for his divcriion, 
He rails at my perfon : 



What court -breeding is 

this! 
He takes me to pieces : 
From ihoulder to flank 
I 'm lean and am lank ; 
My nofc, long and thin. 
Grows down to my chin ; 
My chin will not (lay. 
But meets it half way : 
My fingers, prolix. 
Are ten crooked (Hcks : 
He fwears my el — ^bows 
Are two iron crows. 
Or fliarp-pointed rocks, 
. And wear out my fmocks : 
To *fcape them, Sir Anhur 
Is forc'd to lie farther. 
Or his (ides they would gore 
Like the tulk of a boar. 

Now, changing the fccne. 
But fHll to tlie Dean : 
He loves to be bitter at 
A lady illiterate ; 
If he fees her but once, 
He 11 fwcar fhe's a dunce; 
Can tell by her looks 
A hater of l)ooks ; 
Through each line of her 

face 
Her folly can trace; 

Whidv 
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V^hich fpoils eveir^ feature 
Bcdow'd her by nature; 
But feafe gives a grace 
To the homelied face x 
Wife books and reflexion 
Will mend the complexion t 
(A civil Divine ! 
1 fuppofc, meaning minel) 
Nu lady who wanes them 
Can ever be handfume. 
X gucfs well enougli 
What he means by this 

fluff: 
■He haws and he hums. 
At lad out it comes : 
What, Madam? No walk- 

ingf 
Ko reading, nor talking ? 
You're now in your prime, 
Make ufe of your time. 
Confider, before 
You come to chrccfcorc, 
How the huffies will fleer 
Wlicrc'cr you ap()car : 
<« That filly old pufs 
Would fain be like us. 
What a figure fhe made 
In her urnifli'd brocade!" 
And ihcn he grows mild : 
Coine, be a good child : 
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If you are inclin'd 
To poli(h your minclf 
Be ador'd by the men 
Till threefcore apd ten* 
And kill with the fpleen 
Tlic Jades of fixteen ; 
I '11 (hew you the way t 
Read fix hours a-day. 
The wits will frequent ye. 
And think you Imt twenty. 

Thus was I cbrawn-in s 
Forgive me my (In. 
At breakfaft he '11 aik 
An account of my taflc 
Put a word out of joint» 
Or mifs but a point. 
He rages and frees, 
His manners forgets i 
And, as I am fcrious^ 
Is very imperious. 
No book for delight 
Mull come in my light i 
Put, inilead of new playi| 
Dull Bacon's Eflfays, 
And }X)re every day on 
That nally Pantlieon. 
If 1 lie not a diudge. 
Let all the world judge. 
'Twcrc better be blind. 
Than thus be conlinM. 

Bur, 
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1^0 'Squire to be foiind 
The neighbourhood round 
(For, under the rofe, 
I would rather chufe thofe); 
If your wives will permit 

Come here, out of pity. 
To eafe a poor lady. 
And beg her a play-day. 
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So may you be fecn 
No more in the fpleen T 
May Walmlley give wine, 
Like a hearty divine ! 
May Whaley difgracc 
Dull Daniel's whey-face ? 
And may your three fpoufes 
Let you lie at friends 
houfes ! 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 1728. 

DERMOT, SHEELAH. 

A NYMPH and fwain, Sheelali and Dermot hight^ 
*^ Who wont to weed the court of ♦ Gosfbrd 

Knight ; 
While each with tlubbed knife remov'd tlie roots. 
That rais'd between the ftones their daily ihoocs ; 
As at their work they fate in counterview. 
With mutual beauty fmit, their paflion grew. 
Sing, heavenly Mufe, in fweetly-flowing ftnun 
liie fofc endearments of the nymph and fwain. 

Dermot. 
My love to Sheelah is more firmly fixt, 
Than ftrongeft weeds that grow thefe ftones bet\^'ixtt 
My fpud tliefe nettles from the ftones can part ; 
No knife fo keen to weed thee from my heart. 



• Sir Arthur Achefon. 



Sheelah. 
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Sheelah. 
My love 'for gentle Dermot faftcr grows, 
Than yon tall dock that rifes to thy nofe. 
Cut down the dock, 'twill fprout again ; hut^ O I 
Lore rooted out again will never grow. 

Dermot. 
No more that brier thy tender leg ihall rake t 
(I fpare the thiftles for Sir Arthur's * fake.) 
^harp are the (lones ; take thou this ruihy mat ; 
The hardefl bum will bruife with (itting fquat. 

Sheelah. 
Thy breeches, torn behind, Ibnd gaping wide ; 
This petticoat (hall fave thy dear back-fide ; 
Kor need I blufli ; although you feel it wet, 
Dermot^ I vow, 'tis nothing elfe but fweat. 

Dermot. 

At an old ftubborn root I chanc'd to tug, 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco- plug : 
A longer ha'p'orth never did I fee ; 
This, deareft Sheelah, thou Ihalt fhare with mc. 

Sheelah. 
In at the pantry-door this morn I (lipt, 
And from the (helf a charming cruft I whipt : 
t Dennis -was out, and I got hither fafe j 
And thou, my dear, Ihalt have the bigger half. 

• Who was a great lover of Scotland, 
t Sir Arthur's butler. 
Vol. U. F Dermot, 



Dermot. 

When you faw Tady at long-buUets play. 
You fate and lousM him all a fun-fhine day. 
How cduld you> Shcelah, Men ta his tales. 
Or crack fuch lice as his betvvixt your nails * 

Sheelah. 
When you with Onah flood behind a ditch, 
I peep'dy and fa\¥ you kifs the dirty bitch. 
Dermot, how could you touch thefe nafty fltfts ? 
I almoft wifli'd tliis fpud were in your guts. 

Dermot. 
If Onah once I kifs'd, forbear to chide ; 
Her aunt • s my goflip by my father's fide : 
But, if I ever touch her lips again. 
May I be doom'd for life to weed in rain ! 

Sheelah. 
Dermot, I fwear, though' Tady's locks could hol^ 
Ten thoufand lice, and every loufe was gold 5 
Him on my lap you never more ihall fee ; 
Or may I lofe my weeding-knife— and thee ! t 

Dermot. 
O, could I earn for thee, my lovely lafs, 
A pair of ♦ brogues to bear thee dry to mafs I 
But fee, where Norah with the fowins comes — 
Then let us rife, and red our weary bums. 

* Shoes with flat low heels. 



€M 
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OV THE 

FIVE LADIES AT SOT'S-HOLE*, 
WITH THE DOCTOR t AT THEIR HEAD. 

N.B. VME LAMBS TIUSATBD THE BOCTOE. 

Sent as from an Officer in the Ahmt. 17 iS^ 

TP AI R ladies^ xratnbcr five, 
^ Who, in your merry freakSf 
With little Tom contrirc 
To feaft^B ale and Aeaks; 

While he fits by a-grinning, 

To fee you fafc in Sot's4iole, 
Set up with greafy linen, 

And neither mugs nor pots whole : 

Alas ! I Aever thought, 

A prieil would pleafe your palate j 
Beiides, I '11 hold a groat. 

He '11 put you in a ballad s 

Where I fhall fee your faces 

On paper dsub'd (o foulj 
They '11 be no more like Graces, 

Than Venus like an owl. 

* An alehoufe In Dublin, famous for beef*ileaks« 
t Dr. Thomas Sheridan* 
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And we Ihall take you rather 
^ To be a midnight pack 
Of witches met together, 
With Beelzebub in black. 

It fills my heart with woe. 

To think, fuch ladies fine 
Should be reduced fo low 

To treat a dull Divine. 

Be by a Parfon cheated ! 

Had you been cunning ftageqrs^ 
You might yourfplve.s be treated 

By Captains and by Majors. 

See how corruption grows, 

While mothers, daughters, aunts^ 

Inftead of powderld beaux, 
From pulpits chufe gallants. 

If we, who wear our wigs 

With fan-tail and with fnake^ 
Are bubbled tlius by prigs j 

Z — ds ! who would be a rake ? 

Had I a heart to fight, 

I 'd knock the Do£tor down ; 
Or could I read or write. 

Egad ! I 'd we^r a gown. 
Then leave him to his birch *^ 

And at The Rofe on Sunday, 
The parfon fafe at church, 

I '11 treat you with burgundy. 

* Pr* Sheridan wa^ a fchool -mailer. 

TH 



THE FIVE LADIES ANSWER 
t6 the beau 

With the Wig and Wings at his Head. 

YO U little fcribblinp: beau, 
What daettion madfc you write i 
Becaufe to write you know 
As much as you can fight. 

For cotiipliment fofcurvy, 

I wifh we had you here ; 
We 'd turn you topfy-turvy 

Into a mug of beer. 

You thought to make a farce oa 

The man and place we chofe s 
We 're fure a iingle Parfon 

Is worth an hundred Beaux. 

And you would make us vaflals. 

Good Mr. Wig and Wings, 
To filver-clocks arid' taflels ; 

You would, you Thing of Things f 

Becaufe around your cane 

A ring of diamonds is fet; 
And you, in fome bye-lane. 

Have gain'd a paultry grizette : 

Shall we, of fenfe refin'd, 

Your trifling nonfenfe bear, 
As noify as the wind, 

As empty as the air ? 

F 3 \V^ 
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Wc hate your empty prattle f 

And vow and fwear 'tis trve. 
There 's more in one child's rattle 

Than twenty fops likie yoik 

THE BEAU'S REPLY 

Ta THE 

FIVE LADIES ANSWER. 

TTT H Y, how now dapper INack, 
^^ I fmell your gown and caflbck^ 
As flrong upon your back. 
As TifdaU ♦ fmells of a fock. 

To write fuch fcurvy ftufFi 

Fine Ladies fiever do 'tj 
1 know you well enough. 

And eke your cloven foot. 

Fine Ladies, when they write. 

Nor fcolcl, nor keep a fplutter t 
Their verfes give delight, 

As fofc and fweet as butter. 

But Satan never faw 

Such haggard lines as thefe : 
They ftick aihwan my maw. 

As bad as Suffolk- cheefe. 

♦ A clergyman in the North of Ireland^ who 
made propofals of marriage to Stella. 

TB 
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THE JOURNAL 

OF A MODERN LADY. 

in a Letter to a Person of Qualitv. tyi^^ 

Sj %f 

T T was a moft unfriendly part 
''* in youy who ought to know my hearts 
Are well acquainted with my zeal 
For all the female commonweal — < 
How could it come into yoar mind 
To pitch en me, of all mankind, 
Againft the (ex to write a fatire, 
And brand me for a woman-hater? 
On me, who think d\em all fo fair. 
They rival Venus to a hair j 
Their virtues never ceas'd to iing, 
Since firft Hearn'd to tune a firing ? 
Mcthinks I hear the ladies cry. 
Will he lus chara£ler belye ? 
Muft never our misfortunes end ? 
And have we lofl our only friend ? 
Ah, lovely nymphs, remove your fear*. 
No more let fall thofe precious tears. 
Sooner (hall, &c. 

[Here feveral njerfes are omhud,'] 
The hound be hunted by the hare, 
Than I turn rebel to tlie fair. 

'Twas you e;igag'd me firft to write, 
Then gave the fubje6l out of fpitc ; 

F 4 IVfc 
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The journal of a modirn dame 
Is by my promife what you claim. 
My word is part, I muft fubmit 5 
And yet perhaps you may be bit. 
I but tranfcribe ; for not a line 
Of all the fatirc ihall be mine. 
Compell'd by you to tag in rhymes 
The common danders of the times. 
Of modern times, the guilt is yours> 
And me my innocence fecures. 
Unwilling Mufe, begin thy lay, . * 

The annals of a female day. 

By nature turn'd to play the rake well 
(As we fhall ihew you in the fequel). 
The modern dame is wak'd by noon 
(Some authors fay, not quite fo foon), 
Becaufe, though fore againft her will. 
She fate all night up at quadrille. 
She ftretches, gapes, unglues her cye». 
And afks, if it be time to rife ; 
Of head-ach and the fplcen complains j 
And then, to cool her heated brains, 
Her night-gown and her flippers brought her^ 
Takes a large dram of citron-water. 
Then to her glafs ; and, " Betty, pray 
«* Don't I look frightfully to-day ? 
** But was it not confounded hard ? 
" Well, if I ever touch a card ! 
** Four mattadoresy and lofe codilU / 
** Depend upon 't, I never will. 

«Bul 
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' " But ran' to Tom, and bid him fit 
*' The ladies here to-night by fix.** 
*' Madam, the goldfmiih waits below; 
*' He fays, " His bufinefs is to know 
" If you *U redeem the filvcr cup 
«« He keeps in pawn ?*' — " Firft, fhew him up.** 
*• Your dreffing-plate he 'U be content 
** To take, for intereft cmt. per cent, 
** And, Madam, there *s my lady Spade 
•* Hath fent this letter by her maid.*' 
*« Well, I remember what flie won; 
<• And hath ihe fent fo foon to dun ? 
" Here, carry down thofe ten piftolcs 
** My Kufband left to pay for coals : 
«* I diank my liars, they all are light ; 
** And I may have revenge to-night." 
Now, loitering o*er her tea and cream, 
She enters on her ufual theme ; ' 
Her laft night's ill-fuccefs repeats. 
Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats : 
" She i\ipt/paJiilo in her breaft, 
** Then thought to turn it to a j eft : 
" There *s Mrs. Cut and fhe combine, 
" And to each other give the fign.** 
Through every game purfues her tale, 
Like hunters o'er their evening ale. 
Now to another fcene give place : 
Enter the folks with filks and lace : 
Frefli matter for a world of chat, 
Right Lidian this, right Mechlin tliat : 

" Obfervc 
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** Obferve this pattern ; there 's a Aofff 
** I can have cuftomers enough. 
** Dear madam » you are grown fo haxd — ^ 
<< This lace is worth twelve pounds a yard t 
** Madam, if there be truth in mask, 
** I never fold fo cheap a fan." 
This bu6aefs of importance o'er. 
And madam almoin drefs'd by four ; 
The footman, in hi« ufual phrafe. 
Comes up with, ** Madam* dinner ftays.** 
She anfwers, in her ufual ftyle, 
<< The cook muft keep it back a while s 
** I never can have time to dreis , 

<< (No woman breathing takes up leis)| 
<< I 'm hurried fo, it makes me (ick i 
" £ wifh the dinner at Old Nick." 
At table now ihe a^ her part, 
Has all the ^nner-cant by heart : 
*^ I thought we were to dine alone* 
<< My dear ; for fure, if I had known 
<< This company would come to-day — 
. <« But really *tis my fpoulc*s way I 
<< He 's fo unkind, he never iends 
*^ To tell when he invites his friends : 
" I wi(h ye may but have enough T' 
And while with all this paltry (luff 
She fits tormenting «very guefl, 
Nor gives her tongue one moment's itiX^ 
In phrafes battered, dale, and trite* 
Wliich modem ladies call police s 
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You £cc |he booby Iraftukd fit 
Id admiradoii at her wk I 

But kt me now a vrfaile fiinrey 
Our madam o'er ker orening-ica i 
Surrounded with her noify dans 
Of prudes, coquett, and harridani i 
When, frighted at the damonms ciew^ 
Away the God of Silence flew. 
And fair Difcretion left die place. 
And Modefty with blniung face : 
Now enters overweening Pride, 
And Scandal ever gaping wide $ 
Hypocrify with £rown fevere. 
Scurrility with gibing air; 
Rude Laughter feeming like to burft. 
And Malice always judging worft{ 
And Vanity with pocket-glafs. 
And Impudence with front of brafs % 
And ftudy'd Affe6);ation came. 
Etch limb and feature out of frame ; 
While Ignorance, with brain of lead. 
Flew hovering o'er cadi female head. 

Why ihould I aik of thee, my Mufe, 
An hundred tongues, as poets ufe, 
When, to give every dame her due. 
An hundred thoufand were too few ? 
Or how fliould I, alas, relate 
The fum of all their fcnfeJefs prate, 
Their innuendos, hints, and flanders. 
Their meanings lewd, and double entendres f 
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Kow comes the general fcandal-charge } 
What fome invent, the refl enlarge } 
And, ** Madam, if it be a lye, 
" You have th^ tale as cheap as I z 
'< I rouft conceal my author's name ; 
*• But now 'tis known to common fame." 

Say, foolifh females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind> 
Are you on vices moft fevere, 
Wherein yourfelves have greatefl ihare ? 
Thus every fool hcrfelf deludes ; 
The prudes condemn the abfcnt prudes z 
Mopfa, who {links her fpoufe to death, 
Accufes Cloe's tainted breath j 
Hircina, rank with fweat, prefumes 
To cenfure Phyllis for perfumes j- 
While crooked Cynthia, fnecring, fays. 
That Florimel wears iron (lays : 
Cloe, of every coxcomb jealous, 
Admires how girls can talk with fellows ; 
And, full of indignation, frets. 
That women (hould be fucU coquets » 
Iris, for fcandal mofl notorious. 
Cries, " Lord, the world is fo ccnforious !** 
And Rufa, with her combs of lead, 
Whifpers that Sappho's hair is red : 
Aura, whofe tongue you hear a mile hence^ 
Talks half a day in praife of ftlence : 
And Sylvia, full of inward guilt, 
Calls Amoret an arrant jilt. 

Now 
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Now voices oyer voices rife, 
While each to be the loudeft vies : 
They contridift, affirm, difputc, 
No fiDgle tongue one moment mute ; 
All mad to fpeak, and none to hearkeiij 
They fet the very lap-dog barkmg ; 
Their chattering makes a louder din 
Than fiihwives jo'er a cup of gin : 
Not fchoolboys at a barring-out 
Rais'd ever fuch inceflant rout : 
The jumbling particles of matter 
Jn chaos made not fuch a clatter ; 
Far lefs the rabble roar and rail, 
When drunk with four elc6tion-ale. 

Nor do they truft their tongues alone, 
3ut fpeak a language of their ownf 
.Can read a nod, a^ihrug, a look. 
Far better than a printed book i 
•Convey a libel in a frown, 
And wink a reputation down-: 
Or, by the toiling of the fan, 
-Defcribe the lady and the man. 

But fee, the female club difbands^ 
Each twenty vifits on her hands. 
Now all alone poor madam fits 
,In vapours and hyfteric fits : 
** And was not Tom this morning fent ? 
-'** I 'd lay my life he never went : 
** Paft fix, and not a living foul I 
** I might by this have won ^ vole,'* 

A dread« 
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■*' And truly, madam, I know when 

-*' Inftcad of five, you fcor'd me ten. 

^* Spadillo here has got a mark ; 

<* A child may know it in the dark : 

<* I gueft the hand : it feldom fails : 

** I wifh fome folks would pare their nails.** 

While thus they rail, and fcold, and flonn^ 
It palTes but for common form : 
But, confcious that they all fpeak true. 
And give each other but-their due. 
It never interrupts the game. 
Or makes them fenfiblc of fhame. 

The time too precious now to wa(le> 
The fuppcr gobbled up in hafte j 
Again afrcib to cards they run. 
As if they had but juft begun. 
But I (hall not again repeat, 
How oft' they Ajuabble, fnarl, and cheat. 
At laft they hear tlie watchman knock, 
** A frofly morn — paft four o'clock.*' 
The chairmen are not to be found, 
<* Come, let us play the other round." 

Now all in hafle they huddle on 
Their hoods, their cloaks, and get them gone^ 
But, fird, the winner mud invite 
The company to-morrow night. 

Unlucky madam, left in tears 
-.(Who now again quadrille forfwears), 
With empty purfe, and aching head, 
Steals. to her ileeping (poufe to bed. 

A DIA. 



A, DIALOGUE 

a^TWEEH 

MAD MULLIJ^IX* AND TIMOTHY. 

M. "I" OWN, 'tis not ray baad and butter j 
• -*• But pry thee, Tim, why all this clurter ? 

Why ever in thcfc raging fits, 
Damning to kcll the Jacobites > 
When, if you fearch the kingdom round, 
iTlcrc *s hardly twenty to be found ; 
;No, not among the priefts zndjriarj — 

T. 'Twixt you and me, G — d — ^n the lyare ! 

M. The Terics are gone every man o*er 
To our illuftrious houfe of Har.over ; 
Fcom all their conduct this is plain ; 
And then — 

T, 'B — d— n the lyars again ! 
Did not an ^arl but lately vote. 
To bring in (I could cut his throat) 
Our whole accounts of public debts ? 
P M. Lord! how this frothy coxcomb frets! lafiii, 

T.. Did not an able flatefman biihop 
This dangfrous horrid motion diih-up 
As popifi craft ? did he not rail on 't ? 
iShcw firf ^nd faggot in the tail on 't ? 

* A fiftitious name. See the liiftory of this poem in 
die " Intelligencer,'' N' viii. N. 

Vol. JL G Txonvcv^ 
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Proving the earl a grand offender, 

And in a plot for the Pretender j * 

Whoftf flctt, *tis aU our friends opiolon, ' 

Was then embarking at Aviffnon ? 

M. Thefe wrangling jars of Wl\ig and Tory 
Arc dale and worn as Troy-town ftory : 
The wrong, *tjs certain, you werf both in^ 
And now you find you fought for nothing. 
Your fa£lion, when their* ganie was new> 
Might want fuch noify fools as you ) 
But you, when all the Ihow is part, 
Refolve to fland ic out the lad; 
Like Martin Marrall *, gaping-on, 
Not minding when the fong is dene. 
When all the btts are gone to fettle. 
You clatter ftill your brazen kettle. 
The leaders whom you lifled under 
Have dropt their arms, and feiz'd the plunder » 
And when the war is pad, you come 
To rattle in their ears your drum : 
And as that hateful hideeus Grecian 
Therfites (he was your relation) ^ 

Was more abhorr'd and fcom'd by thofe ' 
With whom he ferv'd, than by his foe« % M 

So thou art grown the deteftation 
Of all thy party through the nation » 
Thy peevilh and perpetual teazing 
With plots, and Jacobites, and treafon, 

« A chara£lcr in one of Drydcn*s con^cdicSy 

Tfcy 



MAD MULLXKf X AND TIMOTHY. Ij 

Thy bttfyy nereiMBetning hee, 
Thy HcMw'd-wp frotttt thy fttce-griiiice^ 
Tliy fortnal nodiy kiUpoitane fnetmi 
Thy v^fperings fmikd in All ««rf 
(Which ire, whttirvor you mty think. 
But nonfesiii wnpc u|i in t flick )t 
Have made thy prefencie, m • tfiM ftnitf 
To thy own fide fo d—- a'd t nuiiinct, 
Thity when thoy htire you in their eye» 
Ai if the devil drove, they fly. 

T. My f^ood friend MuUinix, forbear i 
I vow to ('— y yoM *xe too ieverc i 
If it could ever yet i^ known 
I took ailvico, except my own» 
It fhoutd Ik: youri : but^ d*— n my blood 1 
I mufl purfuc tiic public good t 
The fo^ion (is it not notorioui }) 
Keck at the memory of Glorious ^ t 
Tib true i nor need 1 to \)t tMp 
My quondam friendt are grown io colU^ 
That fcarcc a creature cm\ be £ound 
To prance with me the ftatu<; round. 
The public fa^ty^ 1 forcfee, 
Henceforth depends alone on me i 
And while this vital breath 1 bloWf 
Or from aliove, or from below, 
I Ml fputtor, fwaggtrr, curfe, and rail« 
The Toricc terror, Icoui j>c, and flail. 

M. Tim, you miilakc tho matter quite ; 
Tlie Tories I you arc thcii dtUght\ 
* King William III. 



SWIFT^S POEMS. 

And (hould you aft ^ different part, . 
"Be gravr^and wife, 'twould break their heart* 
Why, Tim, -you have a tafte I >know. 
And often fee a puppet-Jbo'w i ' 

'Obferve, 4L\t audience is in pain. 
While Punch is hid behind ^he fccnc j 
But, when rfiey hear his rufty voice, 
With what, impatience they rejoice ! 
And thcn'thcy value not two ftraws. 
How Solomon decides the caufc, 
"Wiiich. the true mother, which pretender | 
Kor liften to tiie witch of Endor. 
Should Faudus, with the Devil behind hiiB» 
Enter the ftage, tliey never mind him : 
If Punth, to flir their fancy, ihews 
In at the door his monflrous nofc, 
Then'fudden draws it back again? 
O wliat a plcafure mixt with paini 
You every moment think an age. 
Till he appears upon the Aage : 
And fird his bum you fee him clap 
Upon the queen of Sheba's lap : 
The duke of Lorraine drew his fword^ 
Punch roaring ran, and running roar'd, 
'iveviles all people in his jargon. 
And fells the king of Spain a bargain ; 
St. George, himfclf he plays the wag on. 
And mounts adride upon the dragon j 
He gets a thoufand thumps and kicks, 
Tet cannot leijive his rogvrilh tricks j 



MAD'MtrLLINIX AND TlMOl 

In every a£tion thruib his nofe i 
ThfrJDeafoQ why, no mortal knows* 
In doleful fcenes that break our heart. 
Punch comes, like you, and lets a fart. 
There 's not a puppet made of wood, 
But what would hang him, if they could ;. 

c Whilcyteazing all, by all he *s teaz'd, 
How well are the fpedators pleased f 
Who in the motion have no (bare. 
But purely come to hear and ftarc ;. 
Have no concern for Sabra's fake, 
Which gets the better, faint or fnakc. 
Provided Punch (for there 's the jcft) 
Be foundly maul'd, and plague the refU 

Thus, Tim, philofophers fuppofc, 
The ntforld confifls of pupp€t-Jbo*ws y 

Where petulant conceited f<:llows 

Perform the part of Punchinelloes : 

So at this booth, which wc call Dublin, 

Tim, thou 'rt the Punch to ftrr up trouble in^ 

You wriggle, fidge, and make a lout. 

Put all your brother puppets out. 

Run on in a perpetual round, 

To teaze, perplex, didurb, confound. 

Intrude with monkey-grin and clatter 

To interrupt all fcrious matter ; 

Are grown the nuifancc of your claH<, 

Who hate and i'corn you to a man : 

But then the lookers-on, the Tories,. 

You Hill divert with merry ftoriesi. 

G 3 * tVtv 



S6 SWIFT'S FOBMSi 

They would coofent tHat all the ceew 
Were hanged, befoR thoy *d put witii yaa^ 

But tell roc, Tmiy upon- the fpot^ 
By all this toil ^A4iat h;^ thoa- got; > ^ 
If Tories. moUt hare ali the fpoit> 
I fe v you '11 be difgrac'd at r&atirfc 

T. Goff D—n my blood ? 1 frmA n^ Utkn, 
Walk to my place before nay betters j 
And, iin^ ts I now Aand here, 
£xpeA in time to be a peer -^ 
GotT D— n me r why I got my will t 
Ke'er hold my peaee, and ne'er ftand iUU ; 
1 fart with twenty ladies by ; 
They call" me bcatt j and what care 1 ? 
1 bravely call the Tories Jacksr, 
And foils of whores — behind thein backsw 
But, could you bring me once to thitik. 
That, when I f^rut, and ilare, and flink^ 
Revile and ilander, funic and ^orm, 
Betray, make oath, impeach, inform^ 
With fuch a conftant loyal zeal 
To ferve myfelf and common-weal. 
And fret the Tories* foul to deaths 
1 did but lofe my precioufr breath.; 
And, when I damn my foul to plague *em,. 
Am, as you tell me, but their may-game ; 
Confume my vitals 1 they fliall know, 
I am not to be treated fo ; 
T W rather hang myfelf by half, 
Than give thofc raf^cals caufe to laugh» 



MAD MUBLINIX AW0 TtOTOTIff. fr 

But how^ my hiead^ cao/ 1 etdme. 
Once fi> renoWilMy to lire obfcufe > 
No little bc^s sn'd 0t1& to cry, 
" There *s nimble Tim a-pafling by r" 
No more ^y dear delightful way tread 
Of keeping up a pm^ bmred? 
Will nmie Ac Tory di^s purfuc, 
When through dte fbrdets I cry baOoof 
Muft all my d— n me's ! bloods and wounds ! 
Pafs only now for empty founds > 
• Shall Tory rafcals be clef^d. 
Although I fwear them difaffe^ed ? 
And, when I roar, " A plot, a plot !" 
Will our own party mind me not ? 
So qualif/d to fwear and lye. 
Will they not tmft me for zfpy F 

Dear MliHinix, your good advite 
I beg $ you fee the cafe is nice : 

! were I equal in rehown, 

Like thee to pleafe this thanklefs town I 
Or, blefs'd with fuch engaging pafts 
To win the^ truant fchool- boys' hearts I 
Thy virtues meet their juft rewiird, 
Attended by tlae /abU guard. 
Charm*d by thy voice, the 'prentice drops 
The fnow-ball deftin'd at thy chops : 
Thy graceful flcps, and colonel's air, 
Allure the cinder-picking fair. 

M. No more — in mark of true affe6lion, 

1 take thee under my prore£tion .. 



tS SWI F T'S P 0£ M9^ 

Your pnrts are good, 'tis not deay^d i 

I wifh they had been well apply'd. 

But now obfcrve my courfciij (vix.^ 

Adapt youT habit to your phyz ; 

You mu(t no longer thus equip ye, a» 

As Horace fays, optat ephi^aai 

(There 's Latin too, that you- may feo 

How miich improved by Dr. — ). 

I Itave a coat at home, that you may try ; 

*Tis juft like this, which hangs by geometry.^ 

My hat has much the nicer air % 

Your block will fit it to a- hair. 

That wig; I would not for the world 

Have it fo formal, and fo curPd } 

•Twill be fo oily and fo fleck, 

AVhen I have lain in it a week^ 

You Ml find' it well prepar'd to take • 

The figure of toupee and fnakc. 

Thus drefs'd alike from top to toe,. 

That which is which 'tis hard to know;. 

When firfl in public we appear, 

I *11 lead the van,, you keep the rearf 

Be careful, as you walk behind ; 

Ufe all the talents of your mind j 

Be fli^ious well to imitate 

My portly motion, mien, and gait ; 

Mark my addrefs, and learn my ftylc. 

When to look fcornful, when to fmik ; 

Nor fputtcr out your oaths fo faft, 

But keep your fwearing to the la(L 

Then 



MAI>MULLIMIXAN1>TIM0THY. S9 

Then ^ «ur letfure we '11 be witty. 
And in the flreets divert the city ; 
' The ladies from the windows gaping,. 
The children all our motions aping. 
Tour convcrfation to refine, 
1 11 take you to feme friend of mine ^ 
Cb§ic€ fpirits^ who employ their parts 
To mend the world, by ufeful arts ; 
Some cleaniing- hollow tubes, to fpy 
Direct the ^nith of the fky ; 
Some have the dty in their care. 
From noxious fleams, to purge the airf 
Some teach us ia thefe dangerous days» 
How to walk upright in our ways } 
Some whofe reforming hands engage 
To lafli the lewdnefs of the age ; 
Some for the public fervice go 
Perpetual envoys to and fro i 
Whofe able heads fupport the weight 
Of twcntv minifters of ftate. 
We {com, for want of talk, to jabber 
Of parties o'er our bonny-clabber : 
Wor are we ftudious to enc^uire. 
Who votes for manors, who for hire :- 
Our care is, to improve the mind 
With what concerns all human-kind ; 
The various fcenes of mortal life ; 
Who beats her hu(hand, who his wife ; 
Or how the bully at a flroke 
Knocked down the boy, the lantern brokCr 

Ot«t 



One tells the tife of cdeefe sMd oMAMli 
Another wheiy h^ g6t a hot ihetl ; 
One gives advice in' proverbtf ofl4^ 
Inftrufts us- how to timei a fcold' j 
One fliews how bravely Atidouin dyM, 
And at the gallows all^ den^d*; 
How by the dIntMktick 'tis cleai*. 
That herring^ will be cheafp'ifKiy yctrl 

T. Dear MuHinfe, I ii<y^ ratneirf 
My precious time falbri^ m^-i^bht^ 
By nature meant 96t nol^ldr end^ r 
O, introdixce ihe to* your frierid^ ! 
For whom by birth- 1 was'defjgo'dy' 
Till politicks debiis'd my ihind t 
I give myftlf entire to you ; 
G— d— n the VThigs and' Tories too f 

TIM* AND THE FABLES; 

Ti/fy meaning will be bejf lim^a'Oerdf 
-* '^ ff^ben Ipremtfe that Tim bos irdvefi. 
In Lucas's by chance there lay 
The Fables writ' by Mr. Gay: 
Tim fet the volume on a table, 
Read over here and there a Fable; 
And foun^y as he the pages twirPd, 
The Monkey who had feen the world : 
(For Tonfon had, to help tlie falc. 
Prefixed a cut to every talc.) 

* Sec an account of him in the " Intelligencer," N®x. 



TIM AND TVS f AVlES. ft 

The Monkey wa9 ctmplmtf it^ 

The Beau in all hb aiN Mtprd^r 

Tinoy with furpnze and ptkftsTt fhtntf gf. 

Ran to the glafs, anci theft cetbfwAffg 

His own fweetftgure with ihtfnsitf 

Diftinguiih'd every featwrt in "t^ 

The twift, the fcpeeUyr the- raropii (ho- £dg0 iir al)| 

Juft as they look'd in the orig^naL 

** By — /' fays Xim, and let a fart, 

** This graver underflood his art. 

** 'Tis a true copy, I '11 fay that for *t i 

" 1 well rcmeihher v/^tn I fat for't. 

** My very face, as firft I knew it ; 

*' Juft in tliis d»tfi^ tlie painter dVcw it.'* 

Tim, with his likened- deeply fnntfenv 

Would read what undttnwflieh was wri(M»y 

The merry tale, widi moral grare.- 

He now began to ftoun and rave r 

** The curfed villain I now I fee 

*' This was a libel meaeo at mc r 

** Thefe fcribbltrs grow fb bold of kwf 

" Againft us minifters of ftatc I 

^'Such Jacobites as he dcferve — 

** D— n me ! I fay, they ought to ftarre.**^ 

TOM MULLINLX AND DIGS. 

npOM and Dick had equal fame, 
"*■ And both had equal knowledge j 
Tom could write and fpell his name, 
Kur Dick bad ken rl>e college. 



Dick a coxcomb, Tom was mad» 
And both alike diverting i 

Tom was held die merrier lad. 
But Dick the beft at farting. 

Dick would cock his nofb in fcom. 
But Tom was kind and loving f. 
s Tbm» a foot-boy bred and born. 
But Dick was from an oven. 

Dick could neatly dance a jig,. 

Bur Tom was befl at borees ; 
Tom would pray for every Whig,. 

And Dick curfe all the Tories. 

Dick weuld make a woeful noife, 
And fcold at an ele^on ; 

Tom.huzza'd tlie black-guard boy^,» 
And held them- in fubje£Uon. 

Tom could move with lordly grace^ 
Dick nimbly (kipt the gutter ; 

Tom could talk with folemn face. 
But Dick could better fputter. 

Dick was come to high renown 

Since he commenced phyfician i 
Tom was held by all the town 

The deeper politician. 
«Tom had the genteel^r fwing-, 

His hat could nicely put on ; 
Dick knew better how to fwingc 

His cane upon a button. 



TOSI MULLtNiX AND DICK. «| 

Dick for repartee was fit. 

And Tom for deep difceming ; 
Dick was fliought the brighter wit. 

Bat Tom had better learning. 

IMck with zealous no's and ay's 

Coufd roar as loud as Stentor^ 
In ihc houfe 'tis all he fays j 

But Tom is cloquenter. 

Die fC. 
A MAGGOT. 

A S when, from rooting in a bin, 
"^^ All pdwder'd o'er from tail to chin, 
A lively maggot falHes out, 
Tou know him by his hazel fnout : 
^o when the grandfon of his grandfire 
S^orth iHues wriggling, Dick Drawcantir, 
With powder'd rump and back xo/^^t^. 
You cannot blanch his tawny hide ; 
Por 'tis beyond the power of meal 
The gipfy vifage to conceal : 
-For, as he fhakes his wainfcot chops, 
Down every mealy atom drops. 
And leaves the tartar phiz, in Ihow 
:Like a freih.t— d jufl dropt on (now. 



CLAD 



CLAD ALL IN BROWN. TO PICR 
IMITATED FROM COWLEY. 

l^OULEST bnup that ftinks below, 
*^ Why in this brown dofi thou a^ppar } 
For, would*ft thou make a foukr ihmr. 
Thou muft go naked all the year. 

Frefh from the mud a wallowing fow 

Would then be aot fo brown as rhou. 

*Tis not the coat th^t kv>ks fo dun. 

His hide emits a foulnefs out{ 
Not one jot better looks the fun 
Seeft Icon behind 9 diny cImik t 
So t— ds within a gla£» eiKkrfei 
The glafs wUl (com %9i brown at diofe* 

Thou now one heap of frahieft ait. 

All outward and within is foui | 
Condcflill fifth in erery part. 

Thy body *8 cloathed Kkc thy foul i 
Thy fouU which through thy hide o£ buff 
Scarce glimmers like a dying fnuflf. 

Old carted bawds fuch garments wear. 

When pelted all with dirt they flsine; 
Such their exalted bodies ace, 
As ihrivel'd and as black as thine. 
If tliou wert in a cart, I fear 
Thou would'ft be pelted worfe than they 're. 

Yet, 



Tet, when ifce t^ jdaee th^ ar?:fy'd^ 
The nei^^pm ^l)ifik }p is b»|; jvft, 

And v<r«cH)y §§|ay i^ujt: \hfi 4¥ft. 
Of clc»i|3rjh«uff§ wbQ ml] dpMh, 
When Dick crifs. ^ Dwft to c«ry pHt ?'? 

Dift It^a VARI ETY, 

Tr\ U L L unifprmity ii^ foplf 

•*-^ I hate, ijvbo |;jp^ ^ni^ *ic?j J)^ Djljf s^ 

You, Mullinix, and flpbbering C r, 

Who every day ^ hour the ^me ar$; 

That fdlg%r talgpt J 4efpiC? 

Of piiling in the r%j)ble*.s ipycs. 

And when J Men to tbe npife 

Of ideots roaring to ^he boys j 

To better judgements dill fubmitting, 

I own I fee but little wit in ; 

Such paftime^, when our tafte is ] 

Can pleafe at moil but once or twice. 

f ut the^ ^oniidtu' Dicjc, you *\i £nd 
^is genius of fuperior kind ; 
He nev«r muddle in the dirt, 
Nor fcowers the flne^s without a fiiirt f 
Though Dici^, I dare pveAime to fay. 
Could do. fuch fi?ats as well as they. 
Diick I could venture every where. 
Let the boys pelt him if they dare $ 



^^ SWIFT'S POEMiS. 

He *d have them try'd at the affizcs 
For prieds and jefaits in difguifes ; 
Sweac they were with the Swedes at Bender, 
And lifting troops for the pretender. 

But Dick can £ut» and dance, and frifie, 
No othei: monkey half fo brilk ; 
Now has the fpcakcr by the ears. 
Next moment in the houfe of peers i 
Now •fcolding at -my lady Euftace, 
Or thrafhing Baby in her new ftays. 
Prcfto! be gone 1 -with t'other "hop 
He 'S powdering in a bar6cr*s (hop ; 
Now at the anti-chamber thrufting 
His nofe'-to get the circle juft in, 
And d — ^ns his blood, that in the rear 
He fees one (ingle Tory there : 
Then, woe be to my lord lieutenant, 
Again he 11 .tell him, and a^atn on 'x. 

A gt EPITAPH 

O N 

•GENERAL GORGES* AND LADY MEAT! 

• N D E R this ftone lie Dicky and Dollys 
Doll ^ying firft, Dick grew melancholy ; 
Tor Dick witliout Doll tliouglu iiving a foUy^ 

* Of Kilbrue, in the county of Meath. N* 
t Dorothy do\vager oi Edward carl of Meath. 
was married to flie General in 1716 ; and died Apr 
i;2^ : her hulband furyivcd but two days. N. 

2 ^ 
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EPITAPH ON GENERAL GORGES, &c. 97 

Dick loil in Doll a wife tender and dear : 
But Dick loft by Doll twelve hundred a year; 
A lofs tkat Dick thought no monal could bear. 

Dick fighM for his Doll, and his mournful arms croft $ 
Thought much of his Doll* and the jointure he loft : 
The firft vex'd him much, the other vcx*d moft. 

Thus loaded with grief, Dick (igh'd and he cry'd 5 
To live without both full three days he try'd : 
But lik*d neither lofs> and fo quietly dy'd. 

IMck left a pattern few will copy after : 
Then, reader, pray (hed fonje tears of fait -water 5 
For fo fad a tale is no fubjc£l of laughter. 

Meath fmiles for the jointure, though gotten fo late ; 
The fon laughs, that got the hard-gotten eftate ; 
And Cuffc * grins, for getting the Alicant plate. 

Here quiet they lie, in hopes to rife one day, 
Both folemnly put in this hole on a Sunday, 
And here reft— 3^ iranjit gloria mttndi I 

VERSES ON I KNOW NOT WHAT. 
TiT Y lateft tribute here I fend, 
^^ With this let your colle£bion end. 
Thus I coafign you down to fame 
A chara6lcr to praife or blame : 
And, if the whole may pafs for true. 
Contented reft, you have your due. 
Give future times the fattsfadkion. 
To leave one handle for detra£lion. 

♦ John Cuffc of Defart, Efq; married the general's 
cideft daughter. N. 
Vol. U. H I>^- 



^8 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

DR. SWIFT'S complaint; 

ON HIS OWN DEAFNESS.. 
WITH AN ANSWER. 

DOCTOR. 

"p\EAF, giddy, hclplefs, left alone; 

•*^ ANSWER. 

Except the firft, the fault *s your own. 

DOCTOR. 

To all my friends a burtlien grown : 

ANSWER. 

Becaufe to few you will be (hewn. 
Give them good wine, and meat to Aufi>. 
You may have company enough. 

DOCTOR. 

No more I hear my church's bell, 
Than if it rang out for my knell; 

ANSWER. 

Then write and read, 'twill do as well. 

DOCTOR. 

At thunder now no more I ftart. 
Than at the rumbling of a cart. 

ANSWER. 

Tliink then of thunder when you fart. 

DOCTOR. 

And, what *s incredible, alack ! 
No more I hear a woman's clack. 

ANSWER. 

A woman's clack, if I have ikill. 
Sounds fomewhat hkc« tlirowfter's mill; 
Bin louder than a bell, or thunder ; 
TJjac does, I own, incrcafc my v.0T\te, DR. 



C 99 I 

DR. SWIFT TO HIMSELF, 

O N 

SAINT CECILIA'S DAY. 

i'^RAVE Dian of St. Pattick's, how comes it to pafs, 
^^ That you, who know mufic no more than anafs. 
That you, who fo lately were writing of Drapicrs, 
Should lend your cathedral to players and fcrapers } 
To a£k fuch an opera once in a year. 
So ofienfive to every true Proteflant ear^ 
With trumpets, and fiddles, and organs, andiing^g,. 
Will furc the Pretender and Popery bring in; 
No Protcftant Prelate, his Lordfhip or Grace, 
Durft there (hew his Right or Moft Reverend face r 
How would it pollute their croiiers and rochets 
To liften to minims, and quavers, and crotchets I 

L Tbc rej is fwanting. ] 

ON 

PADDY 'S CHARACTER 
OF THE INTELLIGENCER*^ 

A S a thom-bufli, or oaken-bough, ^ 
^^ Stuck inan Irifh cabin's brow. 

Above 

* Dr. Sheridan was publlfher of the. ** Intelligencer,** 

a weekly paper, written principally by Himfelf ; butDr. 



too SWIFT'S POEMS* 

Above the door, at country-fair. 
Betokens entertmnment there ; '^ 

So bays on poets' brows have been 
Set, for a fign of wit within. 
Andi as ill neighbours in the night 
Full down an ale-houfe buih for fpitei 
The laurel fo, by poets worn. 
Is by the teeth of Envy torn ; 
Envy, a canker-worm, which tears 
Thofe facred leaves that ligbtning JpareSm 

And now t* exemplify this moral: 
Tom having cam'd a twig of laurel 
(Which, meafur'd on his head, was feund 
Kot long enough to reach half rounds 
But, like a girl's cockade, was ty'd, 
A trophy, on his temple-fide) j 
Paddy repin'd to fee him wear 
Tliis badge of honour in his hair ; 
And, thinking this cockade of wit 
Would liis own temples better fit, 
Forming his Mufe by Smedley's f model. 
Lets drive at Tom's devoted noddle. 
Pelts him by turns with vcife and profe. 
Hums like a hornet at his nofe. 
Swift occafionally fupplied him with a letter^ D 
lany, piqued at the approbation thofe papers r« 
attacked them violently both in converfation a 
print ; but unfortunately flumbled on fome of the 
bcrs which tlie Dean had written, and all the woi 
mired j " ^;ich gave rife to thefe verfes. N. 
f Dean of Fejns, See the next poem. N. 



ON PADDY'S CHARACTER, &c. loi 

At length preffumes to vent his fatire oo 
The Dean, Tom's honoured fiiend m^ pitrocu 
The tagU ia the tale, ye know, 
Teaz'd by a buzzing wafp below. 
Took wing to Jove, and hop'd to reft 
Securely in the thunderer's breaft : 
In vain ; even there, to ^poil his nod, 
thtjpitefulinfe^ flung the god. 



ON A 

CHARACTER OF DEAN SMEDLEY* 
Written in Latin by himiel^ 

npHE very reverend Dean Smcdley, 
■*• Of duUnefSf pride ^ conceit, a medley. 
Was equally allow'd to Ihine 
As foet, fcholafy and di<vine ; 
With godlinefs could well difpcnfc. 
Would be a rakey but wanted fcnfe $ 
Would ftriftly after Truth enquire, 
Becaufe he dreaded to come nigh her. 
For Liberty no champion bolder, 
fie hated bailiffs at his (houlder. 
To half the world a ftanding jell, 
A perfc6l nuifance to the reft : 
From many (and we may believe him) 
Had the beft wifhes they could give him. 

• The original is in the " Supplement to Swift." N. 
H 3 T^ 



lot SWIFT'S POEM^ 

To all mankind a conftant friend. 

Prodded they had cajb to iend. 

One thing he did hefore he wentlience^ 

He left us a laconic fentence. 

By cutting of his phrafe, and trimmings 

To prove tliat Bifhops were old women. 

Poor Envydurft not fhcw her phiz. 

She was fo terrified at his. 

He waded, without any fhame, 

Through thick and thin to get a name. 

Tried every (harping trick for bread. 

And after all he (ieldom fped. 

When Fortune favoured, he was nice ; 

He never once would cog the dice i 

But, if fhe turned againd his play. 

He knew to flop a quatre trots. 

Kow found ii} mind, and found in corpus, 

(Says he) though fwelPd like any porpotfe. 

He heys from iience at forty-four 

(But by bis leave be Jinks a /core) 

To The Eafl Indies, there to cheat. 

Till he can purchafe an eftate ; 

Where, after he has fill'd his chefl. 

He '11 mount his tub, and preach his befl^ 

And plainly prove, hy dint of text. 

This world is his, and theirs the next. 

Led that the reader ihould not know 

The hank where lafl he fet his toe, 

'Twas Greenwich, There he took a fliipi 

And gave his creditors tlie (lip. 

Bu 
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left etromkgy ihould vary, 
m the Ides of February ; 
evinteei^kuudred eight and ttventjf 
Fort St. George a pedlar went he. 
Fates, when all he gets is fpent, 

rURH HXM.BEGGAR AS HE WENT f 

LUS. BY MR. LINDSAY*. 

Dublin, Sept. 7, 1728. 
SLAVE to crowds, fcorch'd with the fummer's 

" heats, 
urts the wretched lawyer toils and fweats ; 
e fmiling Nature, in her bed attire, 
les each fenfe, and vernal joys infpire. 
le, who knows that real good fhould pleafe, 
r for gold liis liberty and eafe ?*'— 
aulus prcafih*d r — When, entering at the door^ 
is board theclient pours the ore : 
■ps the Ihining gift, pores o*er the caufc, 
the fun, anddozeth on the laws. 

i'HE ANSWER. 
BY DR. SWIFT. 

[NDS AY miftakes the matter quite. 

And honefl: Paulus judges right, 
n, why thcfe quarrels to the fun, 
hout whofe aid you 're all undone ? 
. Lindfay, a polite and elegant fcholar, at that 

eminent pleader in Dublin, afterwards one of 
CCS of the court of common-pleas. N. 

H 4. \k\ 
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Did Paulus e'er compkin of fweat } 
Did Paulus e'er the fun forget ? 
The influence of whofe golden beaihs 
Soon licks up all unfavory fteams ? 
The fun, you fay, his face hath kifs'd i 
It has ; but then it greas'd his fiO-. 
True lawyers, for the wifeft ends. 
Have always been Apollo's friends. 
Kot for kh fuperfictal powers 
Of r^ning fruits, and gilding flowers ; 
Not for infpiring poets brains 
With pennykfs and flarveling flnuns ; 
Not for his boafled healing art ; 
Not for his fkill to ihoot the dart $ 
Nor yetlxcaufe he fweetly fiddles s 
Nor for his prophecies in riddles : 
But for a ^lore fubftantial caufc— 
Apollo *s patron of the laws ; 
Whom Paulus ever muil adore» 
As parent of the golden ore. 
By Phoebus, an inceftuous birth. 
Begot upon liis gr^d-dame Earth ; 
By Phoebus firfl produced to light ; 
By Vulcan form'd fo round and bright: 
Then offer'd at the Ihrine of juftice. 
By clients to her priefts and truflces. 
Nor, when we fee Aftraea ftand 
With even balance in her hand, 
Mufl we fuppofe (he hath in view. 
How to give every man his due j 



Her 
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Her fcalcs you fee her only hold, 

To weigh her priefts* the lawycn gold. 

N0W9 ihould I own your cafe was grierouSy 
Poor fweaty Paulus, who 'd believe us ? 
^is very true, and none denies. 
At leaf);, that fuch complaints are wife : 
*Tis wife, no doubt, as clients fat you more^ 
To cry, like ftateftnen, S^uauta patimur ! 
But, fince the truth muft needs be ilretched^ 
To prove that lawyers are fo wretched 5 
This paradox 1 11 undertake. 
For Paulus' and for Lindfay'&fake; 
By topicks, which, though I abomine 'etiv 
May ferve as arguments ad bominfm ; 
Yet I difdain to ofiFer thofe 
Made ufe of by detra£ting foes. 

I own, the curfes of mankind 
Sit light upon a lawyer's mind : 
The clamours of ten thoufand tongues 
Break not his refl, nor hurt his lungs. 
I own, his tonfcience always free 
(Provided he has got his fee) ; 
Secure of conflant peace within. 
He knows no guilt, who knows no (im 

Yet well they merit to be pitied. 
By clients always over-witted. 
And though the gofpel feems to fay 
What heavy burthens lawyers lay 
Upon the fboulders of their neighbour^ 
Mor lend a finger to the labour. 

Ah 



106 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Always for faving their own bacon : 
1^0 doubty the text is here mifbken ? 
The copy *s falfe, and fenfe is rack'd : 
To prove it, I appeal to faft ; 
And thus by demonfh^tion ihew 
"What burthens lawyers undergo* 

With early clients at his door. 
Though he was drunk the night before. 
And crop-iick with unclubb'd-for wine. 
The wretch muft be at court by nine ; 
Half funk beneath his briefs and bag. 
As ridden by a midnight hag : 
Then, from the bar, harangues the bench. 
In Etiglifh vile, and viler French, 
And Latin, vilefl of the three ; 
And all for poor ten moidores fee I 
Of paper how is he profufe. 
With periods long, in terms abftrufei 
What pains he takes to be prolix, 
A thoufand lines to fland for fix ! 
Of common fenfe without a word inl 
And is not this a grievous burden ? 

The lawyer is a common drudge. 
To fight our caufe before the judge : 
And, what is yet a greater curfe. 
Condemned to bear his client's purfe ; 
While he, ateafe, fecure and light. 
Walks boldly home at dead of night; 
When term is ended, leaves the town^ 
Trots to his country-manfion down ; 

And, 
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And, difenoumber'd of his ioad^ 

1^0 danger dreads upon the road ; 

Defpifeth rapparees, and rides 

Safe through the Newry mountains (ides. 

Lindfay, 'tis you have fct m^ on, 
To ftatc this-quefUon ffo and con. 
My fatirc may offend, 'tis true ^ 
However, it concerns not you. 
I own, there may, in every clan. 
Perhaps, be found one honed man ; 
Tet link them clofe, in this they jump. 
To be but r^cals in the lump. 
Imagine Lindfay at the bar, 
He '^ much the fame his brethren are ; 
Well taught by pra6Hce to imbibe 
The fundamentals of -his tribe : 
And, in his client*s jufl defence, 
Mttft deviate oft' from common fcnfe ; 
And make his ignorance difcerned. 
To get the name of Council Learned 
(As lucus comes a non lucendo). 
And wifely do as other men do : 
But ihift him to a better fcene. 
Among his crew of rogues in grain ; 
Surrounded ^\nth companions fit. 
To ufle his humour, fenfe, and wit ; 
You'd fwear he never took a fee. 
Nor knew in law his A, B, C. 

Tis hard, where dulncfs over-rules. 
To keep good fenfe in crowds of fools. 

5 An^ 
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And we admire the s 
His honelly in cpowi. 
Kor yields up virtik , 
To villains of hi"* own 
Lindfay, you ktiow 
In bothy yet hanilf : 
And will you vtncufc 
To fit among thitc vcl 
That pack of nnmi^ i 
Abandoned, fhipkVJ 
For, as the rabble i 
The fool wh& fcnt 
Who for hh paiD^ |& 
Drawn through t 
You muft cxpe^J 
Scrambling with nigut: 
Muft lofc the honrnjr : 
Your numerous vw 
Difclaim for ever ili 



To commoD honefty tnd : 
And join in fnenddiip wi 
To M— 1, C— y, and Di. 

* This gentleman, who v. 
curred the fevere difpleafuit. 
taken feveral opportunities oi 
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And we admire the man, who fares 
His honefly in crowdg of knaves $ 
Kor yields up virtue, at difcretion. 
To villains of his own profefTion. 
Lindfay, you know what pains you takt 
In both, yet hardly iave your flake i 
And will you venture both anew. 
To fit among that venal crew. 
That pack of mimic legiflators, 
Abandoned, fhapid, flavifli praters I 
For, as the rabble daub and rifle 
The fool who fcramblcs for a trifle i 
Who for his pains is cufiPd and kick'd^ 
Drawn through the dirt, his pockets pick'd $ 
You mud exped the like difgrace. 
Scrambling with rogues to get a place i 
Muft lofe the honour you have gain'd, 
Your numerous virtues foully ilain*d| 
Difclaim for ever all pretence 
To common honcAy and fenfe; 
And join in fricndfliip with a flri£k tye* 
To M— 1, C— y, and Dick Tighc ♦. 

* This gentleman, who was a privy counfellor, in* 
curred the fevcre difplcafure of the Dean, who bis 
taken fevcral opportunities of cenfuring him. N. 
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A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

AN EMINENT LAWYER*, 

AND 

DR. JONATHAN SWIFT, D.S.P.D. 
la Allusion to Horace, Book IL Sat, i. 
'< Sunt quibus in^Satira, &c.^ 

DR. SWIFT. 

OINCE there are perfons who complain 
*^ There '• too much fatire in my vein i 
That I am often found exceeding 
The rules of raillery and breeding ; 
Witl) too much freedom treat my betters. 
Not fparing even men ot letters t 
You, who are Ikill'd in lawyers' lore, 
What 's your advice ? Shall I give o'er ? 
Nor ever fools or knaves expofe 
Either in verfe or humourous profe; 
And, to avoid all future ill, 
In my fcrutoire lock up my quill ? 

LAWYER. 

Since you arc picas 'd to condefccnd 
To afk the judgement of a friend. 



* Mr. Lindfay. Sec p. loj. 
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Your cafe confider'd, I muft think 
You flxould- withdraw from pen and ink,. 
Forbear your poetry and jokes. 
And live like other Chriftian folks i 
Or, if the Mufes mud infpire. 
Your fancy with their pleafing fire. 
Take fubjc6ts fafcr for your wit 
Than thofe on which you lately writ. 
Commend tlie times, your thoughts corre6lrj 
And follow the prevailing feft j 
Aflerty that Hyde *, in writing ftory. 
Shews all the malice of a Tory; 
While Burnet f , in his deathlefs page, 
Difcovers freedom without rage. 
To Woolfton I recommend our youth,. 
For learning, probity, and truth ; 
That noble genius, who unbinds 
The cliaans which fetter free-born mindi^r 
Redeems us from the flaviih fears 
Which laftcd near two thoufand years j; 
He can alone the priefthood humble. 
Make gilded fpires and altars tumble.. 

DR. SWIFT. 

Muft I commend againft my confcience* 
Such fhipid blafphemy and nonfenfe ? 

* Edward Hyde, the firft earl of Clarendon,, who 
wrote the Hiftory of the Civil Wars. N» 

+ The celebrated Bp. of Salifbury. N. 

X A degraded clergyman of the church of England, 
who wrote againil the miracles of Chhfl. N. 

To 
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To fuch a fubjeft tune my lyre. 
And (ing like one of Milton's choir. 
Where devils to a vale retreat. 
And call the laws of Wifdom Fate,^ 
Lament upon their hapleft fal}> 
That Force free Virtue ihould enthrall ?^ 
Or ihall the charms of Wealth and Power 
Make me pollute the Mufes' bower ^ 

LAWYER. 

As ftom the tripod of Apollo, 
Hear from my defk the words that follow r 
** Some, by philofophers mifled, 
*' Mud honour you alive and dead ; 
** And fuch as know what Greece hath writ> 
** Muft tafte your irony and wit ; 
** Whilft moft that arcj or would be great,. 
•* Mull dread your pen, your pcrfon hate; 
" And you on Drapier*s * hill muft lie, 
•♦ And there without a mitre die.** 

>N BURNING A DULL POEM. 1729. 

A N afs's hoof alone can hold 
^^^ That poifonous juice, which kills by cold. 
Methought, when I this poem read, 
No vpfiel but an afs*s head 

* In the county of Armagh ; where Dr. Swifr, in 
lyear 1729, had feme tlioughts of building j as ap- 
irs by fcveral of the following Poems. N. 
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Such frigid fuflian could contain ; 

I meaDy the head without the brain. 

The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts. 

Went down like (hipifying draughts t 

I found my head began to fwim, 

A numbnefs crept through every limb. 

In hade, with imprecations dire, 

I threw the volume in the fire : 

When (who could think ?) though cold as i«5, 

It burnt to alhes in a trice. 

How could I more enhance its fame ? 
Though born in (how, it dy'd in flame. 



AN EPISTLE 

T O 

HIS EXCELLENCY JOHN LORD CARTERET. 
BY DR. DELANY. 17x9. 

*' Credis ob hoc, me, Paflor, opes fortaflc rogare, 
** Propter quod, vulgus, craffaque turba regit." 

Mart. Epig. lib. ix. 

npHOU wife and learned ruler of our ifle, 
-■" Whofc guardian care can all her griefs beguile j 
When next your generous foul fhall condefcend 
T* inftruft or entertain your humble friend | 
Whether, retiring from your weighty charge. 
On fome high theme you learnedly enlarge j 

Of 
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Of 1^ the w^ys of wii4Joiu reafpn well^ 

^ow Richelieu rofe, and how Sejanus fell : 

Or, when your hrow lefs thoughcfully unbends, 

-Circle with Swift and fome delighted friends ; 

When, mixing nrjirth and wifdom with your wine. 

Like tl^t your wit Ihall flow, your genius Ihine i 

Nor with lefs praife the converfation guide, 

Than in t^ public councils you decide : 

Or when the Dean, long privileged to rail, 

Aflcrts his friend with more impetuous zeal j 

You hear (whilft I fit by ahaHi'd and mute). 

With fbft concedions fhortecing the difpute ; 

Then clofe with kind enquiries of my Aate, 

" How ire your tithes, and have they rofe of late > 

" Why, Chrill-Church is a pretty fuuation, 

** There are not many better in the nation 1 

" This, with your stb^r /i&ia^x,.mufi: yield you clear 

'* Some fix — at lead five hundred pounds a year.** 

Suppofe, It fuch a time, I took the freedom 
To ijpeak thcfe truths as plainly as you read 'em 
(You fliall rejoin, my lord, when I 've replied. 
And, if you pleafe, my lady (hall decide) : 

** My lord, I 'm fatisficd you meant me well ; 
** And that I 'm thankful, all the world can tell : 
** But you 11 forgive me, if I own th* event 
** Is ihoit, is very fhort, of your intent ; 
** At leift, I feel fome ills unfelt before, 
*' My income lefs, and my expences more." 

'* How, do6lorI double vicar! double rc6ior! 
*' A dignitary 1 with a city le£i:ure ! 

V«L. II. I " WIw* 
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" What glebes — ^what dues — what tithes — ^what fines— 

** what rent I 
*' Why, dodioT !— will jrou never be content ?•• 

" Would my good lord but caft up the account, 
" And fee to what my revenues amount 
<' My titles ample ! but my gain fo fmall, 
*' That one good vicarage is worth them all t 
" And very wretched fure is lie, that *s double 
'' In nothing but his titles and liis trouble. 
*' Add to this crying grievance, if you pleafe, 
" My horfes founder'd on Fermanah ways ; 
" Ways of well-polifh*d and well-pointed (bone, 
" Where every ftep endangers every bone j 
" And, more to raife your pity and your wonder, 
« Two churches — twelve Hibernian miles afunder ! 
<* With complicated cures, I labour hard in, 
" Beiides whole fummers abfent from my garden !— 
•' But that the world would think I play'd the fool, 
" 1 'd change with Charley Grattan for his fchool*— 
" What fine cafcades, what viftos, might I make, 
*' Fixt in the centre of th* lernian lake ! 
** There might I fail delighted, fmooth and fafc, 
" Beneath the conduft of my good Sir Ralph f : 
" There 's not a better fteerer in the realm j 
" I hope, my lord, you Ml call him to the belm.'* — 

*• Do6lor — a glorious fcheme to eafe your grief I 
" When cures are crofs, a fchool *s a fure relief. 

* A frcc-fchool at Innilkillen, founded by Erafmut 
Smith, cf([. N. 

t Sir Ralph Gore, who had a villa in the lake of Erin. 

" You 
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^ You cannot fiul of being happy there, 
^* The lake will be the Lethe of your care : 
*** The fcheme is for your honour and your eafe; 
" And, do£tor, T '11 promote it when you plcafe. 
'''Meanwhile, sallowing things below your merit, 
** Yet, do6lor, you 've a {>hilofophic fpirit ; 
" Your wanu are few, and, like your income, fmall, 
"** And you 've enough to gratify them all : 
•* You 've trees, and fruits, and roots, enough in ilore: 
<* And what would a i^ilofopher have more ? 
** You cannot wifh for coaches, kitchens, cooks^-" 
'** My^ lord, I 've not enough to buy me books— 
** Or pray, fuppofe my wants were all fupplied, 
«* Arc there no wants I fhould regard befide? 
■« Whofe breaft is fo unmanned, as not to grieve, 
" Compafs'd with miferies he can^t relieve ? 
■" Who can be happy — who Ihould wifh to live, 
<* And want the godlike happinefs to give ? 
« (That I 'm a judge of this, you muft allow: 
** I had it once— and I 'm dcbarr'd it now.) 
** Aik your own heart, my lord ; if this be true, 
«< Then how unbleft am I! how bled are you !" 

«• 'Tis true— but, doftor, let us waive all that— 
** Sayj if you had your wilh, what you 'd be at." 

<« Excufe me, good my lord — I won't be founded, 
« Nor (hall your favour by my wants be bounded. 
** My lord, I challenge nothing as my due, 
" Nor is it fit I fhould prefcribe to you. 
" Yet this might Symmachus himfelf avow, 
*' (Whofc rigid rules are antiquated now) — 

I z ^^ ^V5 



jf6 6WIFT'S POEMS. 



** My lord, I 'd wifli to pap tb$ Mu I 
** 1 'd wUh bcftdcft — to buildt and to h^aw. 



AN EPISTLE UPON AN EPISTLE 

FROM 

A CERTAIN DOCTOR 

T O 

A CERTAIN GREAT LORH. 

Bcinga Christmas-box for Dr. DfiLANT* 

A S Jove will not attend on lefs, 
^^ When things of more imponance prefi-j 
You can't, pjavc Sir, I>clieve it hard. 
That yDU, a low Hibernian bard» 
Should cool your heels a w]>ile, and wait 
Unanfwer'd at \ our pair ot^s jjaic j 
And would my lord vouchfafe to grant 
This one, poor, humble boon 1 want. 
Free leave to play his Secretary, 
As FalOaff acted old King Harry; 
1 M tell of yours in rhyme and print t 
Folks (hrug, and cry There's nothing imU. 
And, after fcvcral readings over. 
It (hines mofl in the marble covers 

How could fo fine a tafte difpcnfe, 
\Vitli mean degrees of wit and Cenfe } 
Nor will my lord fo far beguile 
The wfe and learned of our \/U', 
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To make it pafs upon the nation, 
By dint of his fok approbation. 
The talk is ardttoos, patrons find,. 
To warp the fenfe of all mankind ? 
Who think your Mufe mnft firft afpire, 
Sre he advance the do£h>r higher. 

You 've caufe to fay he meant j9u *wflh 
That you an thankfkly who can tellJ^ 
For ftill you 're ftiort (which grieves your fpirit). 
Of his intent ; you mean, your merit. 

Ahf ! qwmh re^us, tu adepte^ 
Sim nil moHtis tarn inept e P 
Smedlcy ♦, thou Jonathan of Clogher> 
" When thou thy humble lay doft offer 
" To Grafton's grace, with grateful heart,, 
" Thy thanks and verfe devoid of art s 
** Content with what his bounty gave, 
** No larger income doft thou crave.'* 

But you mud have cafcadcs, and all 
Icrne's lake, for your canal, 
Your viftos, barges, and (a pox on 
All pride I) our Speaker for. your coxon :• 
It *s pity that he can't bcftow you 
Twelve commoners in caps to row you. . 
Thus Edgar proud, in days of yore, 
Held monarchs labouring at the oar ; 
And, as he pafs'd, fo fwell'd the Dee,. 
EnragM, as Em would do at thee. 

* Sec a Peiition to the duke of Grafton, vol. I. p. 158. 

1 3 vv^\^ 
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How different is this from Smedley 1 
(His name is up, he may in bed lie) 
** Who only aiks fomc pretty cure, 
" In wholefome foil and aether pure ; 
*< The garden ftor*d with artlef& flowers^ 
" In cither angle Ihady bowers : 
" No gay parterre with coftly green 
<* Mud in the ambient hedge be feen ; 
** But Nature freely takes her courfe,. 
** Nor fears from him ungrateful force t 
*' No (heers to check her fprouting vigour^ 
** Or Ihapc thtyeijus to antic figure." 

But you forfooth your all mufl f<^uandev 
On that poor fpot» calPd Dell-ville, yonder i 
And when you 've been at vaft expences 
In whims, parterres, canals^ and fences. 
Your afTets fail, and cafh is wanting ; 
Nor farther buildings, farther planting : 
No wonder, when you rsufe and level. 
Think this wall low, and that wall bcveh 
Here a convenient box you found, 
Which you demolifh'd to the ground : 
Then built, then took up with your arbour> 
And fct the houfe to Rupert Barber. 
You fprang an arch, which, in a fcurvy 
Humour, you tumbled topfy-tunry. 
You change a circle to a fquare. 
Then to a circle as you were t 
Who can imagine whence the fund is, 
That you quadrata change rotitndhi 
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To Fame a temple you ere^, 

A Flora does the dome proted ; 

Mounts, walks, on hig^; and in a hollow 

You place the Mufes and Apollo ; 

There fhining 'midil his train, to grace 

Your whimiical poetic place. 

Thefe (lories Were oi old de{ign*d 

As fables : but you have refin'd 

The poets' mythologic dreams. 

To real Mufes> gods, and ibreams. 

T^l^o wduld not fwear, when yon contrive thu»^ 

That you "re Don Qjiizote Redivivus ? 

Beneath, a dry canal there lies. 

Which only Winter's rain fupplies* 

Oh 1 couldft thou, by fome magic fpell,. 

Hither cimvey St. Patrick's well ! 

Here may it re-alTume its Aream *, 

And take a greater Patrick's name ! 

If your expences rife fo high ; 

What income can your wants fupply ? 

Yet ftill you fancy you inherit 

A fund of fuch fuperior merit. 

That you can't fail of more provition. 

All by my ladfs kind decifion. 

For, the more livings you can fiih up. 

You think you '11 fooner be a bifhop : 

That could not be my lord's intent, * 

Nor can it anfwir the event, 

♦ See Dr. Swift*s vcrfes on the drying-up of this well, 

in this volume; p. 7. • , . 

I 4 M^^ 
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Moil think what has been heap'd on yen. 
To other fort of folk was due ; 
Rewards too great fi;^: ywir fiim?flaniSf 
EptftleSi rWles^ ifigrdms. 

Though now your depth muft nee be foon 
The time was, when you 'd haye eempouiuk 
For lefs than Charley 6rattan'$ fchool : 
Five hundred pound a year's no fi)o1 ! 

Take this advice thttn ftfxk jtm fffen^ 
To your ambkion pot aft end. 
Bb frugal, Pat s pay what you owe. 
Before you haHJ atid you htfimjo^ 
Be modeft ; nor addrefs your betters 
. With begging, vain, familiar letters, 

A paflagc may he found ♦, I 've heatd. 
In feme old Greek or Latian hardy 
Which fays, « Would crows in filence e*t. 
•* Their offals, or their better meat, 
" Their generous feeders not provoking 
" By loud and unharmonious croaking : 
** They might, unhun by Envy's claws, ^ 
*? Live on, and fluff to boot their maws." 

* Hor. Lib. I. Ep. xvii» 
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A L I B £ t 

ON TH£ REVEaiMD 

DR. D E L A N 1*, 

AND HIS EXCELLENCY 

J,OHN LORt) CARTERET, i7*9». 

T^ELUDED mortals, whom the gnai 
•*^ Chufe for companions Ute hiete% 
Who at their 4innets, enfamitte^ 
Get leave to fit whcnc'et yon will j 
Then bo^flg tell us whete you ihi%. 
And how his lordfiip was to kind ; 
How many pleafant thin^ ht fpoke. 
And how you laugB*d at tYtryjake i- 
Swear he 's a jBofl facetious mani 
That you and he are ct^ and cant 
You travci with a heavy load, 
And quite miHakt prefefmsnt*! road... 

Suppofe my lord and you alone j 
Hint the lead intcreft of your own. 
His vifage drops, he knits his brow. 
He cannot talk of bufinefs now : 
Or, mention but a vacant/^. 
He'll turn it off with, " Name your toaO::'* 
Nor could the niceft artift paint 
A countenance with more conftraint. 

For as, their appetites to quench. 
Lords keep a pimp to bring^ a wench j 
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So men of wit are but a kind 

Of pandars to a vicious tnind ; 

Who proper obje£ls muft provide 

To gratify their luft of pride. 

When, wearied with intrigues of fbte^ 

They find an idle hour to prate. 

Then, fhall you date to aft. a place^ 

You forfeit all joiit patron's grace. 

And difappoint the fole deiign, 
For which he fummon'd you to dmt. 

Thus Congreve fpent in writing play8>. 
And one poor office, half his days : 
While Montague, who claim'd the iUtiQD> 
To be Maecenas of the nation, 
For poets open table kept. 
But ne'er confider'd where they ilept i 
'Himfelf as rich as fifty Jews, 
Was eafy, though they wanted fhoes ; 
And crazy Congreve fcarce could fpart 
A ihilling todifcharge his chair : 
Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Paean's fire to party zeal j 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his later fcene,. 
Took ^TO^r principles to thrive j 
And fo might every dunce alive. 

Thus Steele, who ownM what others writ. 
And flourifh'd by imputed wit. 
From perils of a hundred jails 
Withdrew to ilarve, and die in Wales* 

TK 
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Thus Gay^ the bare with many friendsy 
Twice feven long years the court attends t 
Who, under talcs conveying truth. 
To virtue fonn*d a princely youth ♦ : 
Who paid his courtfliip with the croud 
As far as modeji pride allowM ; 
Reje£is a fervile ufier's place, 
And leaves St. James's in difgrace* 

Thus Addifon, hy lords careft, 
Was left in foreign lands diflrefl i 
Forgot at home„ became for hire 
A traveling tutor to a *fquire t 
But wifely left the Mufes* hill. 
To buiinefs ihap'd the poefs quill» 
Let all his barren laurels fade, 
Took up lumfelf the courtier's trade,, 
And, ^^mianumflerofjiate,. 
Saw poets at his levee wait. 

Hail, happy Pope ! whofe generous, mind 
Detefling all the ftatefman kind. 
Contemning courts, at courts unfeen, 
Refused the vifits of a queen. 
A foul with every virtue fraught, 
JSj/ageSf priefisy or poets taught ; 
Whofe filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian ftory tells; 
A genius for all flations fit, 
Whofe meanefi talent is his *wit ; 

* William duke of Cumberland, for^ to George II. 

Hl% 
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His heart too great, though forttme liiltlet. 
To lick a rmftidjlmtfinmis fpittle | 
Appealing to the nation's tafte. 
Above the reach of want is phc'd ? 
By Homer dead was taught to thrhrey. 
Which Homer never could altve } 
And (its aloft on Pindus' head, 
Defpifing/otv/ that cringe, for bread*. 

True poiiticiam only pay 
For folid work^ but not fbr/ifitf | 
Nor ever chufe to work with toaH 
Forg'd up in coU^es ind/tBoob, 
Confider how much mon is due 
To all their ytftfnli;^^ than yo« r 
At table you can Horace quote ; 
They at a pinch can bribe a vote s 
You ihcw your Ikill in Grecian flory ; 
But they can manage Whig and Tory t 
You, as a erhicle, are fb curious 
To find a vcrfe in Virgil fpurioos ; 
But they can fmoke the deep defigns, 
Wlien Bolingbroke with Puheney dines. 

Befides, your patron may upbraid ye^ 
That you have got a placi already ; 
An office for your talents fit. 
To flatter, carve, and ihew your wit; 
To fnufif the lights and (Hr the fire^ 
And get a dinner for your hire. 
What claim have you to piact oi pgfffion} 
He ovei-pays in condefcenfion, 

B 
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IButy reverend do^OKf you we kijow 
Could never condefcend fo low ; 
The vice-ry^, whom you now attend. 
Would, if he durfl, be more your friend ; 
l^or will in you thofe gifts defpi(e» 
:By which himfelf was tanght to rife: 
"When he has virtue to retire, 
'He'll grieve he did not raife you higher, 
JVnd .place you in a better (lation, 

Although it might have pleas'd the nation* ^ 
This may be true-^fubraitting fUU 

To Walpole's more than royal will j 

And what condition can be worfe ? 

He comes to drain a beggar's purfe ; 
He comes to tie our chains on failer. 

And (hew us, England is our mafler i: 
^Careiling knaves, and dunces wooing. 

To make them work their own undoing* 

"What has he elie to bait his traps. 

Or bring his vermin in, hut fcrafsP 

The offals of a church diftreft j 

A hungry *vicarage at beft ; J 

Or fome remote inferior poft. 

With forty pounds a year at moft ? 
But here again you interpofe-* 

Your favourite lord-is none of thpfe 

Who owe their. virtues to their ilation^ 

And chara6brs to dedications : 

For keep him in, or turn him out. 

His Uamittg none will call in doubt; 

1& 
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His learnings though zpoet faid it 
Before a play, would lofe no credit ; 
Kor Pope would dare deny him wit. 
Although to praife it Phillips writ. 
I own, he hates an a£tion bafe. 
His ^virtues batfting with his plactj 
Nor wants a nice difcerning fpirit 
Betwixt a true and fpurious merit; 
Can fomctimes drop a votit^s claim, 
And give up party to his fame. 
I do the moil thzt friem(/iip can ; 
i hate the ^ee-roy, love the man. 

But you who, till your fortune 's made, 
Muft be 2iftweeUner by your trade, 
.'Should fwcar he never meant us ill ; 
We fuffcr fore againft his will ; 
That, if we could but fee his heart, 
He would have chbfe a milder part : 
We rather fhould lament his cafe. 
Who muft obey, or lofe his place. 

Since this reflexion ilipt your pen, 
Infert it when you write again : 
And, to illuflrate it, produce 
'T\i\%Jitnile For his excufc : 

" So to dcftroy a guilty land 
<* An ♦ angel fcnt by hea^en^s command, 
** While he obeys almighty will, 
" Perhaps may feel cwnpqffion flill; 
• " So wlicn an angel by divine command,** Kc. 
Addison*s Campa 
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^ And v(dih the talk had been affign'd 
«* To jpirits of fcfs ^gentle kind.* 

But I, in politicks grown old, 
Wholf thoughts are of a different mouldy 
Who from my foul iincerely hate 
Both kings and minifters dtfiaie^ 
Who look on oiurU with ftri6lcr eyes 
To fee the feeds of vice arife, 
Can lend you an alluiion fitter. 
Though /!sl/#rM^ knaves may oall it bitter i 
Which, if you durft but give it place. 
Would ihew jo\x many 2Lftatefmau*s face : 
Frefh from xhe tripod of Apollo 
I had it in the words that follow 
{Take notice^ to avoid offence, 
I here except bis excellence ). 

** So, to effect his monarch's ends, 
** From bell a vice-roy devil afccnds ; 
** His budget with corruptions cramm'd, 
'' The contributions of the damn't^i 
** Which with unfparing hand he (brows 
** Through courts And/enates as he goes ; 
** And then^t Beelzebub's black ball 
** Complains his budget was too fmall." 

YouTjimile may better fiiine 
In verfe ; but there is truth in mine. 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings: 
Andjlatefinen by ten thoufand odds 
Arc angels juft as kings arc. gods. 

5 t:o 
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ON THE 

LIBELS WRITTEN AG^NST HIBt 

*< — Tanti ttbi non iit opaci 

** Omnis arena Tagi/* JWT* 

A S fome raw yoath in country JNcd, 
"^^ To arms by tlurft of honour kd. 
When at « fiLirmiik firfl he hears 
The bullets whilUing round hit cars^ 
Will duck his head afide, will ftart. 
And feel a trembling at his heart, 
^ Till leaping oft* without a wound 
LefTens the terror of the found ; 
Fly bullets now as thick as hops. 
He runs into a cannon's chops. 
An author thus, who pants for fame^ 
Begins the world with fear and fliam&s 
When firfl in print you fee him dread 
£ach pop-gun levelM at his head : 
The lead yon critic's quill contains. 
Is de(Hn'd to beat out his brains : 
As if he heard loud thunders roily 
'Cries, Lord, have mercy on his foul ! 
-Concludbg, that another (hot 
Will (hike him dead upon the fpot. 
But, when with fquibbing, flafliing, popping. 
He cannot fee one creature dropping ; 

That, 
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Thaty mifiiiig fiie, or miffii^ aiaiy 
His life is fafe, I mean his fame; 
The danger paft, takes bean of grace. 
And looks a cndc in the fve. 

Though fplender gives the iaiieft maik 
To pcnfon'd arrows from the dark. 
Yet, inifourfelf vvbmfmootb amd rwad^ 
They glance afide without a wound. 

^s faid, the gods try'd all their art, 
flow paht they might from pUa/ure part ; 
But little could their flrength avail ; 
Both itill are faften'd hy the tail 
Thus^iZM^ and cenfure with a tether 
By fate are always link'd together. 

Why will jrou aim to be preferr'd 
In wit before the common herd i 
And 3Fet grow mortify'd and vex'd 
To pay the penalty annex'd ? 

Tis eminence makes envy riiei 
As faireft fruits attrad the flies. 
Should flupid libels grieve your mind. 
You foon a remedy may find $ 
Lie down obicure like other folks 
Below the laih of fnarlers' jokes. 
Their fa£iion is five hundred odds ; 
For every coxcomb lends them rods, 
And fneers as learnedly as they. 
Like females o'er their morning tea. 

You fay, the Mufc will not contain. 
And write you mud, or break a vein. 

Vo^.. n. K Then, 
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Then, if you find the terms too hard. 
No longer my advice regard s 
But raife your fancy on the wingt 
The Ixxttifenaie's praifcs fmgi 
How jealous of the nation's freedom^ 
And for corruptions, how they weed 'em f 
How each the puhlic good purfues. 
How far their hearts from private views % 
Make all true patriots, up to fhoe-boys. 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue-boys j 
Thu5 grown a member of the club, 
Ko longer dread the rage of Grub. 

How oft' am I for rhyme to feek I 
To drcfs a tliought, may toil a week : 
And then how thankful to the town, 
If all my pains will earn a crown 1 
Whilll every critick can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius ccafe to write, 
1*hc rogues mufl die for want and fpite | 
Mull: die for want of food and raimt-ut, 
If fcatuial did not find them payment. 
How chcarfully the hawkers cry 
A laiirc, and the gentry buy I 
While my hard-labour'd poem pines 
Unfold upon the printer's lines. 

A genius in ilic reverend gown 
Mull ever keep its owner down j 
'Tis an unnatural conjun6lion, 
And fpoiU the credit of the funftioiit 
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Round all your brethren caft your eyes i 
Point out the (jai'ed noen to rife i 
That club of candidates in black» 
The lead deferving of the pack, 
Afpiring* fa£liousy fierce, and loud. 
With grace and learning unendowM, 
Can turn their hands to every job, 
The fitted tools to work for Bob ; 
Will fooner coin a thoufand lies, 
Than fulfer men of parts Ho rife j 
They crowd.about preferment's gate. 
And prefs you down with all their welghc 
For, as of old mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians i 
So academic dull ale-drinkers 
Pronounce all men of mtfrei-tbmk^u 
Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends, 
Difdains to fcrve ignoble ends. 
Obfcrve what loads of llupid rhymer, 
Opprefs us in corrupted times $ 
VVhat pamphlets in a court's defence 
Shew reafon, grammar, truth, or fenfe ? 
For though the Mufe delights in fi£liont 
She ne'er infpircs againft convi6lion. 
Then keep your virtue Aill unmixt, 
And let not faction come bciwixt : 
By party-ftcps no grandeur climb at, 
Though it would make you England's primate: 
Fird learn the fcicnce to be dull, 
You then may foon your confcience lull j 

K z \^ 
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If not, however feated high, 
Your genius in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 
Of Wit's fair goddefs brought to bed. 
There folio w*d at his lying-in 
For after-birth a Sooterkin ; 
Which, as the nurfe purfued'to kill. 
Attained by flight the Mufcs* hill. 
There in the foil began to root, 
And litter'd at Pamaflus* foot. 
From hence the critic vermin fprung. 
With harpy claws and poifonous tongue. 
Who fatten on poetic fcraps, 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned fhow. 
Provides each animal its foe^t 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours your geefe, the wolf your flocks. 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To pcrfecute the Mufes* fame j 
On poets in all times abudve. 
From Homer down to Pope inclufive. 

Yet what avails it to complain ? 
You try to take revenge in vain. 
A rat your utmoft rage defies. 
That fafc behind the wainfcot lies. 
Say, did you ever know by fight 
In clieefe an individual mite ? 
Shew me the fame numeric flea. 
That bit your neck but yefterday : 

Yc 



ON THE LIBELS AGAINST DR. DELANY. i j^ 

You then may boldly go in queft 
To find the Grub-fbect poet's ncft; 
What fpunging-houfe^ in dread of jail. 
Receives them, while they wait for bailj 
What alley they are neftled in. 
To flouriih o*er a cup of gin ; 
Find the laft garret where they ky^ 
Or cellar where they ftarve to-day. 
Suppofe you had them all trepann'd,. 
With each a libel in his hand. 
What punifliroent would you infli£l ? 
Or call them rogues, or get them kickt ^ 
Thefe they have often try'd before i 
You but oblige them fo much more : 
Themfelves would be the firft to tell. 
To make their trafli the better fell. ' 

You have been libel'd — Let us know. 
What fool officious told you fo ? 
Will you regard the hawker's cries. 
Who in his titles always lies ? 
Whatever the noify fcoundrel fays. 
It might be fomething in your praife : 
And praife bcftovvM on Grub-ftreet rhymes 
Would vex one more a thoufand times. 
Till criticks blame, and judges praife. 
The poet cannot claim his bays. 
On me when dunces are fatiric, 
I take it for a panegyrick. 
Hated by fools, 2ni\ fools to hate, 
Be that my motto, and mjfate* 

K 3 B119LTB.C. 
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DIRECTIONS FOR MAKINQ 

A BIRTH-DAY SONG. 1.729. 

np O form a juft and finiih'd pdece, 
"*• Take twenty gods of Rome or Greece^ 
Whofe god (hips are in chief requcft. 
And fit your prefent fubje6t bed : 
And, ihould it be your hero's csdc. 
To liave both male and female race. 
Your bufmefs muft be to provide 
A fcore of goddeiies bcfidc. 

Some call their monarchs Cons of Satuniji^ 
For which they bring a modem pattern 5 
BecauTe they might have heard of one. 
Who often long*d to eat his fon : 
But tliis, I think, will not go down, 
jbor here the father kept his crown. 

Why, then, appoint him fon of Jovc^^ 
Who met his mother in a grove : 
To this we freely fhall confent, 
Well knowing what the poets meant ; 
And in their fcnfe, *twixt me and you, 
I: may be literally true. 

Next, as the laws of verfe requirCj^ 
1 If mufl be greater than his fire ; 
For Jove, as every fchool-boy knows^ 
W:,s able Saturn to depofc : 
Arid lure no ClirilVian poet breathing 
W't^uld be more fcrupulous than a Heathen ! 

Or, 
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Or, if t© bhfpb'emy it tends, 
That *s but a trifle among friends. 

Your Hero now another Marfe is. 
Makes mighty armies turn their a— 4. 
Behold his glittering faulchion mow 
Whole fquadrons at a fiiigle blow; 
While Viftory, with wings outfpread. 
Flies, lilce ah eagle, o'er his head ; 
His milk-white (bed upon its haunches. 
Or pawing into dead mens' paunches : 
As Overton has drawn his fire, 
Still feen o*cr many an ale-boufe fire. 
Then from his arms hoarfe thunder tolls. 
As loud as Hfcy muftard-bow|s : 
For thunder ftill his arm fupplics. 
And lightning always in his eyes. 
They both are cheap enough in confcience, 
And ferve to echo rattling nonfcnfe. 
The rumbling words march fierce along. 
Made trebly dreadful in yoUt fohg. 

Sweet poet, hir*d for birth-day rhymes, 
To fingof wars, chufe peaceful times. 
What though, for fifteen years and more, 
Janus had lock'd his temple-door j 
Though not a cofTcc-houfe we read in 
Hath mention'd arms on this fide Sweden 5 
Nor London Journals, nor the Poftmen, 
Though fond of warlike lies as moft men { 
Thou ftill with battles fluff thy head full : 
For, muft thy hero not be dreadful ? 

K 4 li\ltu\^\\\^ 
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Difmifling Mars, it next muft follow 
Touv conqueror is become Apollo t 
That he 's Apollo is as phdn as 
That Robin Walpole is Maecenas r 
But that he ilrats, and that he fquints. 
You M know him by Apoilo's prints. 
Old Phoebus is but half as bright. 
For yours can fiiine both day and night*. 
The firft, perhaps, may once an age 
Infpire you with poetic rage ; 
Your Phoebus Royal, every day. 
Not only can infpire, but pay. 

Then make this new Apollo (k 
Sole patron, judge, and god of wit« 
•* How from hi^ altitude he ftoops 
« To raife up Virtue when flie droops ; 
** On Learning how his bounty flows,> 
" And with what juftice he beftows r 
** Fair Ifis, and ye banks of Cam \ 
" Be witnefs if I tell a flam. 
" What prodigies in Arts we drain, 
" From both your ftreams, in George's reign* 
"As from the flowery bed of Nile" — 
But here 's enough to fhew your ftyle. 
Broad inuendos, fuch as this, 
If well applied, can hardly mifs : 
For, when you bring your fong in print. 
He *llgct it read, and take the hint, 
(It muft be read before 'tis warbled. 
The paper gilt, and cover marbled). 
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A guinea ih.ll'^f^^eUr 
M Ihen they fc.1^ ^^ %, A tt. mde«« 

Had not the ^^J" befiegc themr 
And in the« v«ry po^ ^^ diem , 
^,thathe«o«Wn«ej .^4^y 
A.d make the r^capy^^^^ yearly.: 

.Tismot deny d, that. 

A«'»'^^''I«T« white before: 
WebUckenwh«w« ^ 

Ithinktttspraftj^'JJ 

Pot dealers in f«^"^.„fe„dt get. 

3« you feme -^«iU« jet, ■ 

Yourinterefthesto ^^^^^^^^^^ 

Of whitening what heto ^^^^^^ 

'^^^r.rrs-ong. 



Muftbeapfhedditettly 

4. 



^M 



^Z S-W'I f .T»-S P O E Ma. 

A tyrant for his n^rcy praife^ 

And crown a roytl dtixice with bays ; 

A fquinting v&fHik^y load with cMnU, 

And paint a'cowtrd'fidrce in arms^ 

Is ht to avarice inclined ? 

Extol him for his generouis mind : ... . 

Andy when we fl^tve for want of torn. 

Come cmt With\Ama]thea> h<Mii. •• 

For all experi^nide this evinees 

The only art of pkafiag princes > 

For princes lotefyoU &ould -drfctfnt 

On virtuec which they kndw thojr want. 

One comptifikcntl-hiM] forgiJty 

But fongfters UMlft omk it notj 

I freely grant tbier^oUg^t 19 old : 

Why, then, .ydur hWoiiftuft bfetokU . . 

In him fucH Vtrtfues lie itnherenv 

To qualify him God's Ticegetent} 

That, with untitle t6 inherit. 

He muft hav^ ht^XK arising by m«riti,i ; r 

Yet, be the- fancy old or new, 

*Tis partly falib,. and partly tnic f . . 

And, take it right, irmeans no ropre - 

Than George and William claim*d before* 

Should fome obfcure inferior fellow, 
l^ikc Julius, or the Youth of Pella, 
When all your lift of God« is ouCy 
Prefunle to fbew his monal fnouts 
And as a Deity intrude, 
Becaufe he had the world inbdued 1 
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Oh, kt him not da>s^e yc^ thcfugb^^ 
Or name him bat to tell ]bis{fft»lt8« ^r*. 

Of Gods I only quote the beil. 
But you may ho(^>-in ^11 the refL 

Now, Bhrth-day Bard, with joy p^aocccd 
To praife your Empceik and her breed* . - 
Firft of the firfl, to vouch your lies,, . 
Bring all the females of; the ik;tes ; ■ 
The Graces, and their mifbrefs Venus^ 
Mud venture down to cntertui^us :. 
With bended knees when they -adore' h<¥rA 
What dowdies they appear bpforc her ! 
Nor (MI we think you talk ^ random. 
For Venus migl^c be her jgreat-rgrandao^ : 
Six thoufand vears has liv'd tlie Goddcfs, 
Your Heroine hardly fifty odd is. 
Befidcs, your.fonjgftcrs oft' have flxown, 
That ihe hsyth Graces of her own : . 
Three Graces by Luc'ma brought her, 
Juft three, and every Grace a daughtcrt. 
Here many a king his heart «nd crown 
Shall at their fnowy feet lay down ; 
In royal robes,, they come by dozens 
To court their Englifli German coufins : 
Befides a pair of princely babies. 
That, five years hence, will both be Hcbes*. 

Now fee her ieated in her throne 
With gcnume luflre, all her own ; 
Poor Cynthia never flionefo bright, 
Her fplendor is but borrow'd light ; 
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And only with her Brother linke 

Cm ihine» without him it extinct. 

But Carolina (hinei the clearer 

With neither fpoufr nor brother near her i 

And dtrts her beami o'er ))Oth our iflety 

Though George is gone a thoufand milet. 

Thui Derecynthia takes her placet 

Attended by her lieavenly race i 

And fees f fon in every God, 

Unaw*d by Jove's all-fhaking nod. 

Now iihg his little Highnefs Freddy, 
Who ftruts like any king already r 
With fo mucli beauty, (hew me any maid 
That could rcfiH: this charming Ganymede f 
Where majcfly with fweetnefs viesi 
And» like his father, early wife. 
Then cut him out a world of work^ 
To con(iuer Spain, and quell the Turk i 
Foretcl hif empire crown'd witli bays. 
And golden timcSf and halcyon days i 
And fwcar his line flinll rule the nation 
For ever — till the conflagration. 

But, now it comer into my mind, 
Wc left a little Puke behind | 
A Cupid in Iiin face and li'Ac, 
And only wantH to want his eyes. 
Mnkc fotne provifion for the younkeri 
Find Iiim a kingdom out to conquer i 
I*rcpare a fleet to waft him o'er, 
Make Gulliver liis comuiodore i 
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Into whofe pocket Tiliaiit Willy pot. 
Will foon fubdue the realm of Lilltpiit. 

A ikilfttl crhick jufUy bltmet 
Hard, tough, crank, gutturri, hirik, ftiff nimn. 
The fenfe can ne'er be too jejune, 
But fmooth your wordt to£t the tune* 
Hanover may do weU enough. 
But George and Bniniwkk are too rough s 
Heife-Darronadt makes a rugged found. 
And Guelp the ftrongeft ear will wound* 
In vain are all attempts from Germanf 
To find out proper words for harmony i 
And yet I mud except the Rhinc^ 
Becaufe h 'dinks to Caroline. 
Hail I Qj^nof Britain, Q^eenof ihymMf 
fie fung ten hundred thoufand timet I 
Too hiyppy were the poets' crew, 
If their own happinefs they knew t 
Three fyllables did never meet 
So foft, fo Aiding, and fo fwoec : 
Nine other tuneful words Kkatfhet 
Would prove ev'n Homer's numbers flat. 
Behold three beauteous vowels (land, 
With bridegroom liquids, hand in hand| 
In concord here for ever fix'd, 
No jarring confonant betwixt. 

May Caroline continue long. 
For ever fair and young ! — in fong. 
What though the royal carcafe muft, 
S(][uce2'd in a cofRni turn to duA| 
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At Goodman's-Fieldi I Ve much admir'd 
The pofhires flomge of Monfieur BnlU ; 

But what we they to the fofc ftep, 
The gliding air, of Domitilla? 

Virgil iias ctcrniz'd in fong 

The flying footfteps of Camilla : 
Sure, as a profAiet, he was wrong i 

He might have dreamt of Domitilhu 

<9reat Theodofe condemn'd a town 

For thinking ill of his PlacilU, 
And deuce take London, if fume knight 

0^ th* city wed not Domitilla! 

Wheeler, Sir George, in travels wife» 

Gives us a medal of Plantilla ; 
But 1 the emprefs has not .eyes, 

Kor lips, nor breafl, like Domitilla* 

'Not all the wealth of plundered ItaTy, 
Pil'd.on the mules of king At*tila, 

Is worth one glovefl '11 not tell a bit a lie) 
Or -garter, fnaidp from Domitilla. 

Five years a nymph at certain hamlet, 

Y-cleped Harrow of the Hill, a- 
•-^busM much my heart, and was a damn'd let 

To vcrfc — but now for Domitilla. 

Dan Pope coniigns Belinda's watch 

To the fair Sylphid Momentilla, 
And thus I offer up my catch 

To th' ihow*whiu hands of Domitilla. 

HELTER 
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H £ LTER S RELTER; 

OR, 

The Hue and Cry after the Attorniei^ 
upon their riding the Circuit. 

'^rOW the aftive young attomict 
•^^ Briflcly travel on their joumies, 
Looking big as any giants. 
On the horfes of their clients, 
Like fo many little Mars*s 
With their tilters at their a— s, 
Brazen-hilted, lately burnifhM, 
And with harnefs- buckles furnifliM, 
And with whips and fpurs fo neat, 
And with jockey-coats com pleat. 
And with boots fo very greafy, 
And with faddles eke fo eafy^, 
And with bridles fine and ^aj |p 
Bridles borrow'd for a day. 
Bridles dedin'd far to roam, 
Ah 1 never, never to come home* 
And with hats fo very big. Sir, 
And with powdcr'd caps and wigs, Sir, 
And with ruffles to be fhewn, 
Cambrick ruffles not their own, 
And with Holland fhirts fo white, 
Shirts becoming to the fight, 
Vol. 11. L ^V.u-* 
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Shirts bc-wrouglit with different letters. 
As belonging to their l>ettcrs, 
Wiltfithbir'^F^ty tiitfelkl boKfes> 
Gotten frpm their dainty doxies. 
And with rings fo vcrjr trim, 
^ lately jt«k«ttolit of lim — 
And with very little ipence. 
And as very little fenie. 
With fome law, but little juflicCf 
Having ftolen from my hoftefs, 
From the barber and tl>e cutler. 
Like the foldier from cbe futler ; 
From the vintner and the taylor. 
Like the felon from the jaylof j 
Into this and t'odier county^ 
Living on tljfe pubhc bounty; 
Thorough town and thorduigh village. 
All to plunder, all to jnlhge ^ 
Thorough mountains, thoM>ugh valUei, 
Thorough (linkjag lanos and aUay^, 
Some to — ki(4l^h farmers 'fpoulBiy 
And make merry in their <hoiii<9s ; 
Some to — tumble counury ^;^iidh«s 
OiX their rufliy^beds aocl boocbes, 
And, if they begin a frty^ 
Draw thtir fwords, aad — • ton away $ 
All to murder equity, 
And to take a d^ble-fcej 
Till the pcop\e all arc quiet. 
And forget to broil and rioc. 
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Low in poclpett xour'd in coiiraget 
Safely glad to fup their porridge^ 
And Vacation *s oirer •— tken, 
Hey, for London town again. 



THE LOGICIANS REFUTED. 

T OGICIANS have but ill defiu'd, 

'■■^ As national, the hunian-kind. 

" Reafon," ihcy fay, " belongs to man j^ 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wife ArifVotle and Smiglefius, 

By ratiocinations fpecious, 

Have drove to prove with great predfion, 

With definition and divifion, 

Homo eft raHone praditum ; 

But, for my foul, \ cannot credit 'cm. 

And mull, in fpite of them, maintain, 

That man and all his ways arc vain ; 

And that tiiis boafled lorcNof nature 

Is both a week and erring creature; 

That inftinct is a furer guide 

Than reafon-boalVmg mortals pride ; 

And that brute bcafts are far before 'cm, 

Deus eft anima brutorum. 

Who ever knew an honeil brute 

At law his neighbour profecute ; 

Bring a£tion for alfault and battery. 

Or f I lend beguile with lies and flattery ? 

L % O* - 
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O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd. 
No politicks difturb their mind j 
They eat their meals, and take their fporCf 
Nor know who 's in or out at court. 
They never to the levee go, 
To treat as deareft friend, a foe : 
They never importune his grace. 
Nor ever cringe to men in place j 
Nor undertake a dirty job, 
Nor draw the quill to write. for Bob.; 
Fraught with inveftive they ne*er ge 
To folks at Pater-noftcr-row : 
No judges, fiddlers, dancing-maflers. 
No pick-pockets, or poetaflers, 
Are known to honeft quadrupeds : 
No (ingle brute his fellows leads. ^ 
Brutes never meet in bloody fray. 
Nor cut each other's throats for pay. 
Of beads, it is confefs'd, the ape 
Comes ne^refl us in human fhape ; 
Like man, he imitates each faihionj 
And malicp is his ruling paHion : 
But, both in malice and grimaces, 
A courtier any ape furpafles : 
Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the miniftcr of ftate ; 
View him foon after to inferiors 
Aping the conduft of fuperiors : 
He promifes with equal air. 
And to perform takes equal care. 

He 
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He in his turn finds imitators » 
At court, the porters, lacqueys, waiter<^ 
Their mafters' manners ftill contra£b;- 
And footmen lords and dukes can a6(. 
Thus, at the court, both great and fmall 
Behave alike ; for all ape all. 

THE PUPPET-SHOW. 
'T^ H E life of man to reprefent, 
•*" And turn it all to ridicule, 
Wit did a puppet-Jbow invent. 
Where the chief aftor is a fool. 

The gods of old were logs of wood, 

And worihip was to puppets paid ; 
In antic drefs the idol flood. 

And prieft and people bow*d the head. 
No wonder then, if art began 

The fimple votaries to frame. 
To (hape in timber foolifh man, 

And confccrate the block to fame. 

From hence poetic fancy learn'd 
That trees might rife from human forms. 

The body to a trunk be turn 'd, 
And branches iffue from the arms. 

Thus Didalus and Ovid too, 

That man 's a blockhead, have confefl j 

Powel ♦ and Stretch ♦ the hint purfuc ;' 
Life is a farce, the world a jeft. 

♦ Two famous puppct-(ho\v rc\tx\. 

L3 



The fame great truth South 9«a ♦ hath ftor'd 

On tli^it famM diefltre, th« mN^ j 
Where thoufand»y by direftors mov'd. 

Are now fad monuments of foHy. 

What Momus was of old to Jove, 

The fame a Harlequin is now ; 
The former was buffoon al>ove. 

The latter is a Puhch below. 

This fleeting fcenc is but a fiage. 

Where various images appear ; 
In different parts of youth and age 

AUke the prince and peafant fhare* 

Some draw our eyes by being greaty 
Falfe pomp conceals mere wood within ; 

And legiflators rang'd in ftatc 
Are oft' but wlfdom in machine. 

A flock may chance to wear a crown. 

And timber as a lord take place 5 
A ftatue may put on a frown. 

And cheat us vcith a tliinking face* 

Others are blindly led away, 

And made to aft for ends unknown) 

By the mere fpring of wires they play. 
And fpeak in language not their owiu 

Too oft% alas ! a fcolding wife 
' LTurps a jolly fellow's throne ; 
And many drink the cup of life, 
Mix'd and cmbitter'd by a Joan. 

* See the poem on the South Sea, no\. 1« ^ ico. 
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In fliort, whatever men purfue, 
~ Of plcafure, folly, war, or love ; 
Th^ mimKr race biin^ aU to view t 
Alike diey drefs, they talk, they move. 

Go on, great Stretch, with artful hand, 

Itftntah to pleafe and to decide ; 
And, wh^n dea^h breaks tky vital bai^d^ 

Thou fhalt put on a puppet's pxide. 

Thou Aalt in puny wood be {hovm. 

Thy hnage ihall prefcrvc thy fame ; 
Ag«« to come thy worth (ball own, 

Point at thy limbs, and tell thy name. 

Tell Tom, he d^aws 2, farce in vain. 

Before be looks in nature's glafs ; 
Vum cannot fon:n a witty fcene, 

Nor pedantry for humour pal's. 

To make men a£l as fe^ielefs woo<l. 

And chatter in a myftic flrain, 
Is 4 mevc force on fie^ ^nd blood. 

And fhews fome error in tlie brain. 

He that would thus refine on thee, 

And turn thy ftage into a fchool. 
The jeft of Punch will ever be, 

And (land confcft the greater fool. 
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THE GRAND QUESTION DEBATJ 

WHETHER 

Hamilton's Bawn fhould be turned infc 
Barrack or a Malt-house. 1729. 



npHUS fpokc to my Lady the Knight* full of 
OC " Let me have your advice in a weighty affai 

" This Hamilton's bawn f, wlulfl it (licks on my \ 
** 1 lofe by the houfe what I get by the land j 
" But how to difpofe of it to the heft bidder, 
C*^ " For a barrack J or malt'boufey we now muft coni 

^Z " Firft, let me fuppofe I make it a malt-boufty 

L:' ** Here I have computed the profit will fall t' us j 

-c <« There *s nine hundred pounds for labour and gra 

l:. ♦* I increafc it to twelve, fo three hundred remain j 

i* u A handfome addition for wine and good chear, 

,J " ** Three diflies a day, and three hogfheads a year ; 

** With a dozen large veflels my vault (hall be ftor 
C . " No little fcrub joint Ihall come on my board j 

r: <* And you and the Dean no more fliall combine 

|i^; " To flint me at night to one bottle of wine ; 

; . * Sir Arthur Achefon, at whofe feat this was wri 

yj. f A large old houfe, two miles from Sir Art! 

'*-- feat. F. 

J The army in Ireland is lodged in flrong builc 
ever the whole kingdom, called barracks. F. 
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Tor fhall I> for his humour, permit you to purloia 

i fione and a quarter of beef from my furloin. 

F I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant ; 

ly dear» I have ponder'd again and again on't : 

a poundage and drawbacks I lofe half my rent,- 

(Whatever they give me, I mud be content, 

»r joia with the court in every debate ; 

Lnd rather than that, I would lofe my eflate." 

!*hus ended the Knight: tlius began his meek wife : . 

: muft, and itjball be a barrack, my life. » 

'm grown a mere mopus ; no company comes, 

ut a rabble of tenants, and ruily dull * Rums. 

/ith Parfons what lady can keep herfelf clean ? 

'm all over daub'd when I fit by the Dean, 

ut if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 

"he Captain, I 'm fure, will always come here; 

then (ball not value his Deanfliip a draw, 

or the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in awe ; 

IT, fhould he pretend to be briik and alert, 

V'xW tetl him that Chaplains ihould not be fo pert; 

hat men of his coat (hould be minding their prayers, 

.ud not among ladies to give themfelvcs airs.** 

i'hus argued my Lady, but argued in vain j 

t Knight his opinion refolved to maintain. 

ut Hannah f , who liften'd to all that was pad, 

1 could not endure fo vulgar a tadc, 

A cant word in Ireland for a poor country clcr- 
lan. F. 
My lady's waiting-woman, F. 
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As form ts W Ladyfliip call'd t» be drrft, 
Cry'dy <^ MadtiDy why furely'my nmfter '• pofltft, 
<' Sir AffhuT th* makiter ! how fine n vnlt fbuad I 
<< I 'd rttlicr the ha^uftp were funk under gr^uiMl. 
** But madam, I guefsM there ^«ouki iMvcr comt pnAf 
<< When I faw him fo often wiA • Tkahy aad WmI ' 
'^ And now my dream 's out ; for T was a*dream'4 
*« That I faw a huge rat— O dtar, how I feream'd J 
'< And after, methouglit, I had loft my new ftoesi 
'< And Molly, ihe faid, I ihouM hear Tome ill: newt. 

** Dear madam, had you but the fpirit to teaae». 
** You might have a harrack whenever you pleafe t 
^* Andy madam, I always believed you fo ftout, 
*' That for twenty denials you would not give one 
** If I had a huiband like him, I purteft^ 
** Till he gave me my will, I would give him no reft i 
** And, rather than come in the fame pair of iheeci 
** With fuch a crofs man, I would lie in the ftrectt i 
*' But, madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
<< And worry him out, till he gives his confent. 
^ Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack I think, 
** An I were to be hang'd, I can't deep a wink t 
" For if a new crotchet comes into my brain» 
** I can't get it out, though I 'd never fo fain* 
" I fancy already a barrack contriv'd 
** At Hamilton's bawn, and the troop is arrivM f 
** Of this to be fure Sir Arthur has warning, 
** And waits on the Captain betimes the next morning. 

* Two of Sir Arthur's managers. F. 

«<Now 
I 
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4iefi th^ mtct, hdw their U^nosn behave 1 
rdn^your fervMit^— " Sir Arthur, your 

f me mttch''—^* The honour it mitte.'^— 
rainy night"—" But the mormng is fine.** 
toes my Lwly?"— * My wife's ac your 

m 

flve feeii her pi£hire by Jetiras."— 

Mr, gooci Captatn. Ill wait ob you 

Mr a foot"— "You '11 think me a clown t 

world, Captain—** ** Not half an inch far* 

• 

^ obey'd 1"— "Your fervant, &r ArthUrf 

5 rcfpe6ts to my Lady unknown.'* — 

will ufe my houfe as your own." 
; me my fmock, and leave off your praeCf 
certainly gotten a cup in thy ptte.^ 
idam, be <|\»iet ; what was it I fatd f 
kc to have put it cjuite out of my head. 
to be fure, the Captain will come, 
i of his troops, with trumpet and drum, 
im, obferrc how he marches in ftatc : 
rith the kettle-drum enters the gate t 

adub, dub. The trumpeters follow,, 
antara; while all the boys hollow. 
»mes the Captain all daub'd with gold lacet 
fwect gentleman ! look in his face ; 
)w he rides like a lord of the land, 
inc flaming fword that he holds in his handy 
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'< And his horfe, the dear crtter^ it prances and rears*; 
'< With ribbons in knots at its tail and its ears : 
*' At laft comes the troop, by the word of command^ 
'* Drawn up in our court j when the Captun crics> 

" Stand ! 
« Your Ladyihip lifts up the faih to be feen 
** (For fure I had dixen^d you out like a queen). 
" The Captain, to ihcw he is proud of the favour, 
^f Looks up to your window, and cocks up his beaver • 
*' (His beaver is cock'd ; pray, madam, mark that, 
** For a Captain of horfe never takes o^ his hat, 
'* Becavife he has nevep a hand that is idle; 
<* For the right holds the fword, and the left holds the 

" bridle)'. 
*< Then flouriflies thrice his fword in the air, 
** As a compliment due to a lady fo fair; 
•* (How I tremble to tliink of the blood it hath fpilt f ) 
** Then he lowers down the point, and kilTes the hilt. 
** Your Ladyfhip fmiles, and thus you begin j 
^ Pray, Captain, be pleas'd to alight and walk in.?' 
" The Captain falutes you with congee profound, 
'< And your Ladyihip curtfies half way to the ground. . 

" Kit, run to your mafter, and bid him come to ui, 
** I 'm fure he '11 be proud of the honour you do us. 
" And, Captain, you *11 do us the favour to flay, 
** And take a fhort dinner here with us to-day : . 
*' You *re heartily welcome : but as for good cheer, 
" You come in the very word time of the year i 
" If I had cxpcfted fo worthy a gueft — '* 

<' Lord 1 madam ! your Ladyihip fure is in jed: 

•• You 



THE GRAND QJJESTION. 157 

Yaa banter me, madam j the' kingdom -rnHft^rant — '* 

V'ou officers, Captain, are fo complaifant !" 

" Hift, hufly, I think I hear fomcbody coming—^ 

No, madam 5 'tis only Sir Arthur a-humming. 

To ihortcn my tale (for I hate a long (lory) 

The Captain at dinner appears in his glory ; 

The Dean and the * Doftor have humbled their pride. 

For the Captain 's entreated to fit by your fide; 

And, becaufe he 's their betters, you carve for hiia 

The Parfons for envy are ready to burft. 
The fervants amaz'd are fcarce ever able 
To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table j 
And Molly and I have thrufl: in our nofe 
To peep at the Captain in all his fine clo'es. 
Dear madam, be fure he's a fine-fpoken man. 
Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his tongue ran ; 
And, madam, fays he, if fuch dinners you give, 
You '11 ne'er want for Parfons as' long as you live. 
I ne'er knew a Parfon without a good nofe ; 
But the Devil's as welcome wherever he goes : 
G — d-^n me ! they bid us reform and repent. 
But, Zr— 6 1 by their looks they never keep Lent? 
Mifter Curate, for all your grave looks, I 'm afraid 
You caft a Iheep's eye on her Ladyfhip's maid-: 
1 wifh ihc would lend you her pretty white hand 
In mending your cafTock, and fmoothing your band 
(For the Dean was folhabby, and look'd like a ninny. 
That the Captain fuppos'd he was Curate to Jinny). 
Doftor Jinny, a clergyman in the neighbourhood. F. 
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<' Wkentviur you £gc a cafTock and gowa, 

** A hundred to one but it covers a clowii, 

** Obferve how a Parfon comes into a rooai ; 

** G— «U-a me ! he hobbles as bad as tny groom ; 

** Afcbolardf when juft from his college broke looftBy 

** Can hardly tell how to cry ^0 to a goofe ; 

** Your * Noveds^ and Bluturch^ and Ommrs, and fiuflTy 

** By -G— , they don't fignify this pinch of fnuff. 

** To give a young gentleman right education, 

^« The army 's the only good fchool in the nanoa: 

^* My fchool-mafler call'd me a dunce and a fooly ; 

'^^ But at cutfs I was always the cock of the fchool ; 

^' I never could take to my book for the blood o' met 

^ And the puppy confefs'd he expe£^ed no good o^me* 

'** He caught me one morning coquetting his wife^ 

*' But he madrd me, I ne'er was fo maul'd in my life : 

^ So I took to the road, and, what 's very odd* 

^« The firft roan I robb'd was a Parfon, by G — w 

^< Now, madam, you '11 think it a flrange thing to fay, 

<< But the iight of a book makes me iick to this day." 

** Never (ince I was born did I hear fo mAich sdt, 
*' And, madam, I laugh'd till I thought I ihottld fp4It. 
*' So then you look'd fcornful, 4od f&ift at the Ikan, 
*< As who ihou'd fay, Nowy am I ^fidiupfumdUa^f 
'< But he durft not fo much as once open his iips, 
<< And tl^ Do^or was plaguilyjdpwn in iJbeiiips.'' 

Thus mercilefs Hannah ran On in her ulk» 
Till ibe heard the Dean call, " Will your Ladylbip 
« walk?" 

♦ Ovids, Plutarchs, Homers. 

t Nick-names for my ladv. 

Her 
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ffer Ladyifaip tnfwers, " I 'm j«ft coming dowB :*' 
Fhen^ turning to Hannah, and farcing a frown, 
Although it was plain in her heart ihe was glad* 
wfjr'cl, ** Hufly, why furc the wench is gone mad I 
•• How could thefe chimera's get into your brains ?— 
^ Come hither, and take this old gown for your pains. 

* But the Dean, if this fecret fhould come to his ears, 

* Will never have done with his gibes and his jeers : 

* For your life, not a word of the matter, I charge ye : 
» Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy,** 

TO DEAN SWIFT. 

BY SIR ARTHUR A C H E S O N. 

£^ OOD caufe have I to fmg and vapour, 

^^ For I am landlord to tlie Drapier : 

He, that of every ear 's the charmer, 

Now.«ondcfcends to be my firmer. 

And grace my villa with his drains f 

Lives (uch a bard on Britiih plains ? 

No ; ' not in ^11 the Britifh court ; 

For none but witlings tliere reiort, 

WWe tmmes and works (tliough dead) are made 

Immoral by the Dunciad ; 

And, fure as monument of brafs. 

Their fame to future times ihall pafs, 

*How, with a weakly warbling tongue, 

*0f brazen 'knight they vainly fung : 

A fubjcft for their genius fit; 

He dares defy both -fenfe and wic 

W 
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WTiat dtrcs he not } He can, we know it, 
A laurcat make that is no poet ) 
A judge, without the Icafl pretence 
To common law, or common fenfci 
A bilhop that is no divine ; 
And coxcombs in red ribbons fhine r 
l^ay, he can make, wliat*s greater far, 
A middlc-ftate 'twixt peace and war j 
CC And fay, there Ihall, for years together, 

S' Be peace and war, and lx)th, and neither* 

Ca Happy, O Market-hill I at leafl, 

—J That court and courtiers have no tadc ? 

^T! You never elfe had known the Dean« 

JfS But, as of old, obfcurely lain j 

;: ."z All things gone on the fame dull track, 

J V;- And Drapier's-hill * l>ccn ftill Drumlack f 

^ ■ But now your name with Pcnfliurft vies, 

And wing'd with fame Ihall reach the ikies* 



> • 



D R A PIER'S-HILL. 

^/ WJT^ give the world to underAand, 

1 ^ ^ Our thriving Dean has purchased Unc 

|C • A purchafe, which will bring him clear 

■f. Above his rent four pounds a year ; 

I.' "^ The Dean gave this name to a farm called 

rl; lack, which he rented of 8ir Arthur Achcfon, wl 

lay between that and Market-hill I and intended to 

houfcupon it, but afterwards changed bis mind. 

5 p 
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Provided, to im{»Dve the ground^ . 
^ fie will but add two hundred pound ; ' . 
Andy from his endlefs hoarded ftore. 
To build a houfe> five hundred moraw ' 
Sir Arthur too Ihall have his will. 
And call the maniion Drapier's Hill : 
That, when a nation, long enflav'd. 
Forgets by whom it once was fav'd ; 
'When none the Drapier's praifc ihall iing; 
His figns aloft no longer fwing; 

- His medals and his prints forgotten; 

- And all^ ^ hfutdkerchiefs are rotten { 
His famous Letters made wafle-paper f. . . 
This hill may keep the name of D rapier; 
In fpight of envy, flourilh (till, 

And Drapier's vie with Cooper's hill» 

THE DEAN'S REASONS 
FQll NOT BUILDING AT DRAPIER'S HHX. 

T WILL not build on yonder mount : 

''• And, fhould you call me to account, 

Confulting with myfelf, I find. 

It was no levity of mind. 

Whatever I promis'd or intended. 

No fault of mine, the fchemc is ended : 

* Medals were cafV, many iigns hung up, and hand- 
kerchiefs made \yith devices, in honour of the Dean, 
«nder the name of M. B. Drapier. F. 

Vol. IL M Nor 
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Nor can you tax me as unfleady, 
I have a hundred caufes ready : 
All rifen (ince that flattering time, ^ 
When Drapier*s-hill appeared in rhyme. 

I amy as now too late I find. 
The greatcft cully of mankbd : 
The loweft boy in Martin's fchool 
May turn and wind me like a fool. 
How could I form fo wild a vi(ion» 
To feek, in deferts. Fields Elyfian f 
To live in fear, fufpicion, Tariance, 
With thieves, fanatics, and barbarians } 

But here my Lady will objefl ; 
Your Deanlhip ought to recolle£|:, • 
That, near the Knight of Gosford plac'd. 
Whom you allow a man of tafte, 
Your intervals of time to fpcnd . 
With fo converfable a friend, 
It would not fignify a pin 
Whatever climate you were in. 

'Tis true, but what advantage comes 
To me from all a ufurer's plumbs ; 
Though I Ihould fee him twice a day. 
And am his neighbour crofs the way; 
If all my rhetoric muft fail 
To Itrike him for a pot of ale ? 

Thus, when the learned and the wife 
Conceal their talents from our eyes. 
And from dcferving friends wiih-hold 
Their gifts, as Mifers do their gold ) 
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REASONS FOR ^^0T BUILDING, &c ^6$ 

*rhcir knowledge to theihfclvcs confin'd 
Is the fame avarice of mind ; 
Nor makes' their coaVerfation better, 
Than if they never knew a letter. 
-Such is the fatex>f Gesford'ft Knighr, 
Who keeps his wifdom out of fight j 
Whcfe uncommunicative heart 
Will fcaFce one preciott« word imptrt t 
^U rapt in {jpeculations deep, 
His outward fenfe^^ft afleep^i : . 
Who, while I talk, a focg will hum, 
Or, with his fingers, beat the drum-; 
Beyond the ikies tranffiotn his mind^ 
And leaves a lifelefs corpfe beliind. 

But, as for me, who ne'er could clamber hl^ 
To underdand Malebranche.ori}ambray.| ' * 

Who fend my mind (as J believe) Icfs 
Than others do, on errands flccvilcfs j 
•Can liftcn to a tale humdrum, 
And witli attention read Tom Thumb; 
My (pints with my body progging^ 
Both hand in hand t€;^ether jogging ; 
Sunk over head and cars in maner. 
Nor can of metaphyfics fmaiter ; 
Am more diverted with a quibble 
Than dream of worlds- intelligible; 
And think all nations too ab(lra6Ved 
Are like the ravings of a crackt bead ; 
What intercourfe of minds can be 
^wixt the Knight fublime and me, 

M z K 
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Indulgent you to feniate kincf. 
To all their weaker (ides arc blind ; 
Nine more fuch champions as the Dean 
Would foon reftore our ancient reigh^ 
How well, to win the ladies hearts* 
You celebrate their wit and parts I 
How have I felt my ffurits raxs'dy 
By you fo oft*, fo highly prais'd f 
Transformed by your convincing tongue 
To witty, beautiflil^ and young, 
I hope to quit that aukward fhs^rne^ 
AfFeftcd by each vulgar dwnc,. 
To mo<lclly a weak pretiejice j ' ' 

And foon grow pert 6a hidn'of Icnfe • 
To (hew my face with fcomful air; 
Let others match it, if they dare. 

Impatient tp be out of debt, 
O, may I never once forget 
The bard, who humbly deigns to chufe 
Me for the fubjefb of his Mufe ! 
Behind my back, before my nofe, 
tie founds my praife in verfe and proie« 

My heart with emulation bums 
To make you fuitable i^turns :. 
My gratitude the world (hall know-^ 
And fee, the printer's boy below; 
Ye hawkers all, your voices lift ; 
** A Pancgyrick on Dean Swift T* 
And then, to mend the matter ftilt^ 
V Bj Udy Anne of M^et-kilL'* 



thtti 



A PAKE6YRICK OK THE DEAN. 1(7 

I thus begin : My grarefiil Mofe 
Salutes the Dean in different views ; 
Dean, butler, ufher, jefter, tutor ^ 
♦ Robert and Darb>''8 coadjutor t 
And, as you in commiflfion in. 
To rule the dairy next to f Kit. 

In each capacity I mean 
To ling your praife. And iird as Dean ^ 
Envy muft own, you underftand your 
Precedence, and fupport your grandeur : 
Nor of your rank will bate an ace, 
Except to give Dean Daniel place« 
In you fuch dignity appears ; 
So faiced to your ftate and years ! 
With ladies what a (faift decorum f 
With what devotion you adore *em ? 
Treat me with fo much complaifance. 
As fits a princefs in romance ! 
By your example and affi (lance, 
TUt fiUows learn to know their diftanee. 
Sir Arthur, fmce you fct the pattern, 
No longer calls mcfnipe tltiA flatter n j 
Nor dares he, though he were a duke. 
Offend me with the lead rebuke. 

Proceed we to your % preaching new % 
How nice you fplit the hardcd text I 

^ The names of two overCeers. 
I" My lady's footman. 

\ The author preached but once while he was there. F, 
M4 Ylwn 



sit IWrPT'S* POBKX 

How your fuptf bf l«irnin||[ Mnu 
Abovo our hcighbouHflg dull dMan I 
At BeggAr*« Opirt not fo full ^ 
It feoni HI when you mount our pulykt r 

Confider now your edftVitfiitioA i 
Regardful of your igt Mid ftitioili i 

You ne'er wii known^ >y pii^n Airr'tf^, 
To give tlui loftft offbBfiv« wojkl i 
But Aill» whene'tr yoa^knM bxnk^ . . 
Wtitch every fyllihle you ifik i 
Your Ayle fo i»leMri Aad fa ooncUt^ 
We never A(k .to heiiv y t^i ^wUni. . , , 

But thcni A pttrfon fo genieeli 
80 nicely clad llrom htwd to tieel 1 
80 fine A gownf A bAA^ (0 clciinf 
A« well become 8c» pAtrkk'A PeAtti 
Such rcvcremUl AW« eA|irefi» , , . ^,. 
ThAt cow-boys know you by your drefi.t 
Thcn» if our neighbouring fricndi comt^ti 
How proud Art we wliea y»u AppeAri 
With fuch A€ldref» And graceful port| 
At* clcnrly Ihewi you bred At court I ' 

Now raife your fpiritii Mr. Dean» 
I lend you to a nobler icenei 
When 10 U10 vault you wnlk in AatOi 
In <ju.»lity of builtr^i-matti 
Y»u next to * Dennis boar the fway r 
To you wc often truA tho key 1 

* The Luilcr# 



Vltrt ^ffrt fi» 'vu\ftt ^'nU fit) Ki9 Hrh 
^y Wf-\)4 whM ^itfftU' \ttiU\H n ritmrt i 

WfH'M pr^'p^r to prfifhfr« t)it->»eAi 
Anfl whsf »i«y ffrt«* ft rjtmmwt nwft 

With l>^rrri|«. v^n tVn] fi^'^r ^flrffhf^6« 

Nm v'mi, »'» fttjil y"t'» rri;»l>»:f'*i wirife | 
Iffif rli«r f« vk\i ft $tfffi*} (KO0n« 

T^f 'Ifirrif fiif Arthur'. liCiiflh jirif) mi ffd | 
Vrntr »fmO»-r'q )ifrrifiiir fo rriniriMfri | 
Afifl u*'r fh»- D^N f^fllrflq nfrpift. 

V/ri» * M/A^f f |rfr^i fffffO fI^x^ !»•• liffri'llffl » 

Mfr.'/ ifl'f«i»| !»m I |i/ /fi. h » mnri ft-.} » 

f fin " /K/|»W" |fifign»r }in/| liWrfUh'j;? 
I'wrofM^i j/»fi.fM, f^i t]iif nht] w-f, 

Prntn yr.fi mi/ r ^nfriif^r-'UfM^t-}-: \cntn 
My f.r/it fi If ,^- Fff pn'di «»f|»1 f))trri. 

Wl.p' li I f / .f ',fFf fri'-f|*l )ifi9 l/iH y(FH. 

V'ni I fill'- f'l fif'»-l/ U} n lifiif, 
fhff fir •'! ji'i. f.rl rrlif-ri Pf# fJ.lTr^ | 
11/ l'«njj '-<ji'-f (/-iif - |ir'i*'li /'f v"!/**, 
or "'fry nO" f. l;»iow h«" /i/**| 

• IT^ //.fhf;tlr/iA-«» tiM to walk vritli tlift J«/fy, P* 
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There 's none fo ignonmt or weak 

* To take ofience at what you fpeiik* 

Whene'er yoa joke, 'tis all a cafe 

Whether with BermoCi or His Grace y 

With Teagu© O* Murphey, or an earl; 

A dutchefsy or a kkchen-girL 

With fuch dexterity you fit 

Their feveral talents with your wit, 

That Moll the chamber-mud can fmcke. 

And Gahagan f take every joke. 
I now become your humble fuitor 

To let me praifc you as my t tutor. 

Poor I9 a favage bred and bom» 

By you inftru£ied every morn. 

Already have improv'd fo well. 

That I have almoft learnt to fpell : 

The neighbours, who come here to dine. 

Admire to hear me fpeak {ojke. 

How enviouily the ladies look. 

When they furprize me at my book f 

And fure as they 're alive at night 

As foon as gone will fhow their fpight : 

Good lord! what can my Lady mean, 

ConveHmg with that nifty Dean ! 
* The neighbouring ladies were no great under- 
ilanders of raillery. F. 

t The clown that cut down the old thorn at 
Market-HilL See above, p. 59. 

X In bad weather the autlior ufcd to dlieft my lady 
in hrr reading. F.^ 

$ She*! 



, A FANfiGYRICK ON TE« MAN. m 

She *^ grown fo Dice, and fofnuHimt 
With Socrates and £piciiriu». 
How could ihc fit the livelong day. 
Yet never aik ti« once to play ? 

But I admire your patience moft § 
That when I 'm duller than a pod. 
Nor can the plained word pronounce. 
You neither fume, nor fic^ nor flouiwe} 
Are fo indulgent, and fo mild. 
As if I were a darHng child; ] 

So gentle is your whole proceeding, 
That I could fpend my Hfe in readbg. 

You merit new employments daily » 
Our thatcher, ditcher, gardener, b«ily« 
And to a genius fo eztenfive 
No work is grievous or ofienfivet 
Whether your fruitful fancy lies 
To make for pigs convenient ftyes ; 
Or ponder long with anxious thought 
To banilh rats that haunt our vault : 
Nor have you grumbled, reverend Dean, 
To keep our poultry fweet and clean { 
To fweep the manfion-houfe they dwell in i • 
And cure the rank unfavory fmelling. 

Now enter as the dairy hand-maid : 
Su9h charming * butter never man made« 
Let others with fanatic face 
Talk of their mlk for babis ofgradi 
* A way of making butter for breakfait, by filling Ji 
bottle with cream, and ihaking it till the butter comes. P« 



From tukt th^ir. iau9i&g npAfcn/A mtp^ 
Thy OTi/^ (hall mj^i^ m tuSr,Qf hut(cr, . ,; 
Thebi(hop,wi;hhU>«f/:n^yt^^i|^^ . . 
But with his hand tbf> IXw (;aQ,/cliui'o.,ijL« . 
How arc ihf (vrvvau fiver)oy*4 j/i...:.. ; j.;;- 
ToTcc thy Quiffliip thua eiMp^*^ i. , r ;. 
In(lea(l of.pfiriogOA 4 book, 
Providing )MUtf«.f(vihecQo^.^...,' ..,:.. 
Three marning-^fi9 );p« t9r$ifM»d'ihi|k(^ ; 
The bottle till youB.ftBgcrs aikfl,:^ y. ;. i ., 
Hard is the tcwly(K>rimall.the.af^ . .. ,^ . 
The butter &oj^ iJpc uiliey to ^ astr , > .^ 
Behold ArfiDthy fubftance rife; . . 
Be cautions, or, your bottle flici^ 
The butter comes, o«r fears arc Cfas'd s 
And out you r4Ucczq an puoce ^ leafL . 

Your Reverence tl^us, with li Ifc. AicceTa 
(Nor is your Ik^ll -or labour lefs), . 
When bent upon foave foiart lanipqoo. 
Will tofs and (urn your brain till noony 
Wliichi. in.ifb jumUlngk round tlio fk^ilt 
Dilates and makes tltc velfvl full,: 
Wl)ile notliiii^; comes but fruth at fir(V» 
You think your giddy head will burft \ 
But, f([ucezing out four lines in rhymc^ . 
Are largely paid for all your time* 

♦ It is a common faying, when the ttiflk burni-Wi 
that the devil or the bifliop has fct his foot in it| tb( 
devil having been called bifliop of hell. F. 



*«'«y up by "y " •»/ »he G«e«t. 
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Permit fine tkento nifis my HyU, 
And fweetly moralize a while. ^ 

Thee, bounteous goddefs CloaeUl^ 
To temples why do we qonfine? 
Forbid in open air to breathe ; 
Why are thine altars fixt beneath ? 

When Satttni inl'd the ikies alonfc 
;(That^oi!ei!rff age to ^o/</ unknown). 
This earthly globe, to thee aflign'df 
CeceiV'd the gifts of all mankind. 
Ten thoufand zhzTs/moakn^ round 
Were buik to thee with offerings crown'd^ 
And here thy daily votaries plac'd 
Their facrifice with zeal and bailee 
The margin of a purling ibream 
"Sent up to thee a grateful ileam 
(Though fometimes thou wcrt pleas'd to wank^ 
If Naiads fwept them from the brink). 
Or where appointing Iwers rove. 
The Ihclter of a ihady grove ,- 
Or offcr'dinibme flowery vale. 
Were, wafted by a gentle gale, 
There many a flower abftcrfive grew. 
Thy favorite flowers of yellow hue ; . 
The crocus and the daffodil, 
The cowflip foft, and fwect jonquiL 

But when at laft ufurping Jove ' 

Old Saturn from his empire drovet 
Then gluttony with greafy paws 
Her napkin pijm*d up to bcr jaws^ 
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With watery chapsi^ and waggbg diio, 
Brac'd like a drum her oily iUn $ 
Wedg'd in a fpacious elbow-chair^ . 
And on her plate a treble iharCf 
As if (he ne'er could have enough^ 
Taught harmlefs man to cram and fhi£ 
SheTent her prieft in wooden (hoes 
From haughty Gaul to make ragoos i 
Inilead of wholefome bread and cheefe. 
To drefs their foops and fricaOfeesi 
Andy for our home-bred British cheer^ 
BotargOy catfup, and caveer* 

This bloated harpy, fprung ftom htU, 
Confin'd thee, goddefs, to a cell : 
Sprung from her womb tliat impious linc^ 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 
Firfty lolling^/i& in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap t 
Pale dr$pjjf with a fallow face^ 
Her belly burft, and flow her pace i 
And lordly goutf wrapt up in furr : 
And wheezing a/fbma, loth to flir t 
Voluptuous tafif the cliild of iveali&t 
Infe^ng thus our hearts by flealth* 
None feek thee now in open air. 
To thee no verdant altars rear ; 
But in their cells and vaults obfcene 
Prefcnt a facrifice unclean ; 
Prom whence unfavory vapouri rofc^ 
Offenfive to thy lucer nofe* 

Kfei\ 
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Ah! who^ in* our degenerate «[ay89 
As nature prompts, his offering pay« I 
. Here nature never difference made - 
Between the fceptre and the fpade. • >• 

Ye great-ones, why will ye difdatn 
To pay your tribute on the plain* } 
Why will you pkide in lazy pride ' 
"Your altars near your .couches (idcf 
When from the hometieft earthen wave 
J^re fent up offerings more fmcere, 
'Than where the haughty dutchefs locks 
Her filvcr vafe in cedar-box ? 

Yet feme devotion Aill remains 
Among our harmlef» northern fwaiasi 
Whofe offerings, plac'd in golden raakfl^ 
Adorn our crydal rivers' banks ; 
Kor feldom grace the flowery downSf 
With fpiral tops and copple-crownsi 
Or gilding in a funny morn 
The humble branches of a thorn. 
.So, poets fmg, with golden bough . 
The Trojan hero paid his vow. 

Hither, by lucklefs error led. 
The crude confillencc oft' I tread t 
Here, when my ihocs are out of caf% 
Unweeting gild the taroilh'd lace $ 
Here, by the facred bramble ting'd, 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 

Be witncfs tor noe, nymph divine, 
I never robb' d thee wkh dclign t - 
1 
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Nor will the zeifevf HjiumIi fom 
To wa(b thf iftjm^d ciMug mtt^ 

But (bp, wibttWHif Mofr, in tMM^ 
Kor dwell'oH (\ihfeB$ t09 fii»nwii 
In viin on lo^y bceN I tfnd, 
Afpinog u» exair my b^ ^ 
With hoop expin<ted wide «nl 1j|^ 
' Xa ▼tin I 'tempc too ki^ » tligU^ 

Aie Phoibus in ft io>4nfgbt 4i«iMi 
Accofttng faidy * **Gq (k»iu yam ewtm,^ 
Be humbly* qainded, know j^owr pot^ 
Sweeten your t£Zf lod watx:f> y<wir mA 
Thee bed belies « low ty HyU t 
Teach Dennis bow to flir d»c fg/4U$ 
With t Pegty DiJKoa thougbtlvi Oc^ 
Contriving for the pot an4 (pk^ 
Take down thy proudly (v/cUing (aiky 
And rub thy iectb, acd pare thy neilif 
At nicely^earving (hew thy wit $ 
But ne'er preAinie to eat a bit ; 
Turn every way thy watchful eye $ 
And every gueft be fure to ply f 
Lee never at your board be known 
An empty pUte, except your own^ 
Be thefe thy arts { nor higher aim 
Than wliac befits a rural dame. 

• In the l)ottle, to make butter. P. 

t The quantity of ale or beer brewed it ont tjme. f, 

t Mrs. Dixon, ihe l)ou/e*k;eepeiR, P. 
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But Cloacinay. goddefs bright^ 
Sleek ' claims her as his right i 

And Smedley» flower of all divines, 
Shall fing the Dean in Smedley's lines. 

TWELVE ARTI C L E S. 

I. T E ST k may more quarrels breeds 
"*^ I will never hear you read. 

II. By difputiogy I will never, 

To convince you, once endeavoun 

III. When a paradox .you flick to^ 
I will never contradi^ you. 

JV. When I talk, tnd you areheedlefs, 
I will fhew no anger ncedlefs. 

V. When your fpeeches are abfurd, 
I will ne'er objefb a word. 

VI. When you furious argue wrong, 
I will grieve, and hold my tongue. 

VII. Not a jeft or humourous flory 
Will I ever tell before ye : 
To be chidden for explaining, 
When you quite roiftake the meanbg. 

VIIL Never more will 1 fuppofe, 

You can tafle my verfe or profe* 

IX. You no more at me (hall fret. 
While I teachi and you forgot. 
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*X. You (hall never heur me tliumlefi 
When you blunder on, end blunder^ 

XL Shew your t^overty of (pttit, 

And in drefs pUce »]] your merit i 
Givt yourfelf ten thouhind MT%i 
That with me ihall break no fquare^. 

XIL Never will 1 give a<lvite^ 

Till you pleafe to alk me thriee i 
Whicbf if you in icorn f§jUk, 
'Twill be juA a» 1 expe£l« 

Thu» we both (hall have our end^i 
And continue fp«cia1 frIemU. 

THE REVOLUTION 
AT MAKKET-HILL. 1730. 

FROM diAant rr^ioni Fortune fenda 
An odd triumvirate of friend» 1 
When PhoBbui pay* a fcanty Aipendi 
Where never yet a c(Mllin ripened i 
Hither the frantic go^blcfft drawa 
Three fufferert in a ruin'd eaufc 1 
By fa£bon baniih'dy Imt unite, 
A Dban ^p a Spaniard fi and a Knight | $ 

♦ Dr. Swift. 

t Col. Harry Lcd'ic, wlto fcrved and lived long 
in Spain. Seep. 1S9. 
i Sir Arthur Ackcfon. 
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Unite, but, on conditions cniol ; 
The Dean and Spaniard fipd it too welj^ 
Condemned to live in fervice hard.; 
On either fide his honour's guard : 
The Dean, to guard his honour's bacl^^ 
Mufl build* a cafUe at Drumlack i 
The Spaniard, fore againft his will, 
Muft raifc a fort at Market-hill. 
And thus the pair of humble gentry 
At north znd fiuib are pofted ccntry j 
While, in his lordly caftlc fioct, 
The Knight triumphant reigns betwixt t 
And, what the wretches moft refeot^ 
To be his flaves, muft pay him rent 4 
Attend him daily as their chief. 
Decant his wine» and carve his beef. 
Oh, Foitune I *tis a fcandal for thee 
To fmile on thofe who are Icaft worthy : 
Weigh but the merits of the three, 
His (laves have len times more than he* 

Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia I 
The Dean and Spaniard muft reproach ye ? 
Of their two fames the world enough ringSLi 
Where arc thy fcrvices and fuffcrings ? 
What if for nothing once you kift, 
Againft the grain, a monarch's fift ? - 
What if, among the courtly tribe. 
You loft a place, and fav'd a bribe ? 
And then in furly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a year, 

Aitfl 



Aod Beret j^soft tbe Wiu^. jttsca^ltf^ 
Ton never venmr'd id iie hanr'id. 
How dare ^>^citi 'tfcai vonr better!, tint'^ 
Ar yoQ to bt aEDn^tfi^d witli mk^ 

Come, Spaniard, let m iraoi flttrittHk 
Call forth oxu cassa^ert, tb cnm*? 
Oar fonxs let ih botii imific, 
Actick tbciotsikiL xnc irifir-; 
From Marker-hlll'^ ezahs£ hsad. 
Full D itAiM Bfl kr yarn ixvnm ieU^ 
Wlule I fr&m 'Daapts'^maaaL Afin^^, 
And totiic iaa^ki tov UpsaAsuoL ^atL* 
l>9ew-ciTer-waB: wiA fesndw j 
Shall keep mv \uA k axTftmisuK ^ 
While yoo, from wbsas tSe vOka, i 
Shall fcak Oks rwamr. wtoi fma Imait^ 
Nor need mt SauiJt :^at ion zt^mm^ 
I hold intefi^coot vrdc^ 
True, Lady Asx no catger fsm%. 
Brave as the Uproc fan fte wesn; 
Then, left upon ocr f.nl irtack 
Her Taliant arm fhoiJd fMce iu back. 
And we of all our hopes depriT'd ; 
I have a ftrati^cm contnT'd. 
By thcfc embroidered high-hecPd ihocf 
She (hall be caught as in a noofe ; 
So well contriv'd her toes to pinch » 
She *ll not have power to ftir an inch t 
Thcfe gaudy (lioes muft Hannah plac6 
Dire£t before her lady's face ; 

N 3 TIVa 



From /k4# dW. fty^fliigg npo&njo uttex^ .. - 
Thy «itt ihall mji^ m. tuks\{i( butter* .. . ; • 
Thebifhop,w?ishl48:/w/,nwy.^fti|5f^^^^^^ . 
But with his hand ^$. J^eau, ^i^Pj/cljiiJ^.i;^, . 
Howareth^-lipiraii^iswcoqyy 3-K.r.i.. I rji' 
ToTcc thy Quifibif..(bufi flWployV I. ,,:.... 
Inftcadof,f«rw^W;4book, .. ;. .,:.,.,,.. 

Three morning-Vw)» ypm t9f5;r»<i:ft^<V'! 
The bottle till youBj|iflger^ak<j,:g\^. ..^, j -.. ; . 
Hard is thejuvli-.w>f Wll.thc.af;;, , .:.^^.^,. . - 
The butter 6:99^ ri?e«hey; to |)att:f' .., . .'^ . 
Behold a:fnHhy (MhiUuce rife; . . . ,. ,, 
Be cautio«Sy or^yo^r. bottle fliet^ 
The butter comesy ofx fears are.c^'ds.r , 
And out you ii^ue^zo an puoce ^ leafV. ... 

Your Revereocetli^uty withlilfe.fuocefg 
(Nor is your ik^ll jox labour lefs), .. •. .. ,. 
When bent upon ^Ame foian lainp^piiy 
Will tofs and (ur^i your brain till nooui^. 
Wliic)>9. ip^its juQ>b^ngs round the ik^^U^ 
Dilates aAd makes the yeiTel full: : , 
Wl)il!? noUung oooies but froth at fi|r(l» 
You think your giddy head will bur ft j^ 
But^ fqueeziog out four lines in rUyme^ . 
Are largely paid for all your tiouu . , . , 

♦It isacommoq faying, when the rfijlk " bums-to, 
that the devil or the bifiiop has fct his fiiot in it, the 
devil having beeh'calkd biihop of hell. F. 

But 



Tety when we dine whhaui a fntmi. 
We 11 place him at tbe lower caiL 
Madam, whofe (kill does all is dith fi^ 
May ferre to wsnt on Mn. Lefir; 
BuCy left it nught noc be ib pnper 
That her own mdd iboold Ofcr-top hay 
To mortinr the cttxuTt toottf 
We 11 take her heels fire inches lower. 

For Hannah, when we hare no need of her^ 
*Twill he onr intcreft to get rid of her s 
Andy when we execate oor ploc^ 
'Tis heft to hang her on dte fpoC; 
As all your politicians wife 
JDifpatch die togues by whom dtey^riie;. 

T R A U L U &. 
A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

TOM AND ROBIN. t7j«. 

THE PIRST FART. 

7<ww. CAY, Robin, what can Traulus* mean 
•^ By bellowing thus againft the Dean * 
Why does he call him paltry fcribblcr, 
Papift, and Jacobite, and Libeler ; 
Yet cannot prove a (inglc faft ? 
Robin. Forgive him, Tom: Ins head is crack t. 
* Lord Allen. D. Si 

N 4 «r. V4\aa 



.M4 IWIFT'S P0BM8. 

T. What mifchlef can tbe Dean hive done hSn» 
That Traului! calli fbr vcngeanca on hh^} 
Why muft he fputcer^ fpawl, and tkxtt it 
Jn VMn againil the people'i favourite t 
Kevile that nitian- laving paper^ 
Which Kave the Dean the name of Drapier i • 

R, Why, Tom, I think the cafe ii plain ^ . 
Party and fptcen have turnM hii brain. 

IT. Such friendfliip never man profeA, 
The Dean was never fo carcfl i 
For Traului long ^ui rancour nurt'd. 
Till, God knows why, at laft Jt buril. 
That ctuinfy outdde of a porter. 
How could it thus conceal a courder? 

R, I own, appearancei are bad| 
Yet (Ull infill the man ii mad. 

7*. Yrt many a wretch in Bedlam knowt 
How to diflinguifli friendst from foei i 
And, though perliaps among tlie roue 
He wildly flings hii hlth about. 
He {lill ha» gratitude and fap*cnce. 
To fpare the folki that give him hR'pencc | 
Noi in their eyei at random piHei, 
But turni afide like mad UlylTci i 
While Traului all hii ordure fcattcra 
To foul the man 1m chiefly flatten. 
Whence come thcfe inconfiilcnt fiti t 

R. Why, Tom, the man haii lod liii witi. 

T. Agreed t and yet, when Towzer (napi 
At people's hceh with frothy diapi^ 

Hangt 



An4 iU„>t,^ .J,,., f^ ^ *,^..^,^. 



Whatf'er lt« f)i«Hkii for ttimlniifii )/ih;«i 
With no •IfM) nn I'riffniU ot (wn, 

f, Th« ffiruhhliift cur In nil iho puck. 
Can flit thf niHniir on your \mk, 
J owni liU mmhwtn in a jcfU 
If litat w«ro all. Hut lin 'd ponWt, 
Incarnaii with a tlmufitml Itnpti, 
Tu work wliofd cHHh liU madncrN pimpi | 
Who o'ar «ach ftrln|f and who prttfidrf 
Fill evary |ii|iO| oach tiiotlon ^uhla i 
DlraAinK avery vUa wv fiMil 
In ttcrlplurai ro (h« flnvil a{ti((M'il i 
8ant fiom tha dark Inl'rrnal rvf^lon, 
In him thoy lodj^Of aiut maks hitn /r/f/i«. 
i)f brtlhrtn h« % a /#«//# #irri/#r i 
A flumlanri trahou ami (ciluat i 
A fawn)n}(i hafOi tirpahniit^ llar^ 
Tho maikN p«eutlar of \\\% Oto. 
Or, i^ant hhn but a ilrona ai ticfl \ 
A (Itons van ralfa a hortirt'n \\t{\, 
TIm l)«an had folt ttirh (llnp^n hcfoia y 
Ami inuft iivAf itialico n«*or frivs oVr f 
Ihlll (wattii ami huy.y. alnnit liin noiu ^ 
But lialamrR filomlH ov'cr waiitatl Um, 
A patthx U a ilanKdrotu |M)ft» 
Wiisn watttad by hio count ty moft i 
Viitvarfaly contra in i<vil ilitiit), 
Whcra vlii\io« hih Impuinl uiou'ii. 
lltA ^utlt h c.tcrtu thii ptiMiU itiu pHy,tiiU)t| 
A ualtur to iIm vicoi trgrmni. 



\ 



TR AULUB. Pact I, 

WliAt ([nrih finca tlis world b«gio, 
CouM MtfWMys haw la/rhi wifk mm$ f 

And ioon amviiiA'd dutrn by a Ao^d, 
Y«c (liU ti^c U(t«n on frttuli^n ravM | 
Kii fpiiit Mlwayi ihivc* wiUi ilAv««9 
*7ii rime ac lail to (pars bia ink| 
And l«t tiicm »gt| or iMng» or <ink» 



T R A U L U 8r 

TifB aiCOND FART* 

^TpRAUM/S, of ampluUiou* U«cd/ 
"** Motley ti uii t>^' Hmngtil fviui | 
By the «/^M fhiiii lo»iiiing« i^piungi 
By ch«^/ tKltitrd horn dung i 
Tiiink 01) every vice in lK>th| 
Look on hiiUi wid iee clieir growtlu 

View hioi m\ the luuihtfr'v tide, 
FillM with rAllclu^jd, tplccni and piidc| 
i^ofuive and t^vet-hcitniig, 
Changing Hill, and iUU adltcring \ 
Upitetul, peevilhi rude, uniowaid, 
Ficiiic in itnigue, in heart a eowaidi 
V^hcn hib hicixU ha uioH iv haul on. 
Clinging ii)incb lo hcg ihcji pardon \ 
Ke|)u(.(ii()ii 1 vcr \cii\\\\^^ 
Uvei dcauil hitiulihip f'wfiailngi 



<«8 
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Judgment weakf and paiTiof^ 
Always vaiioos, ilwiys wra 
ProvocitioD ncfcr waits. 
Where he loveiy or Where I 
Talks whatc'er comes In hh 
WiOies it were all vufi d. 

Let me now the vmt^ trace 
From the fattit^s foouodrel t 
Who could give the looby fu 
Were they mafimSf were thc^- 
Herald, lend tlie Mufe ad uni 
From his atavus and grandGi 
This was dextrous at ]u& rrow 
That was bred to kill a cow t 
Hence the greafy dumfy mici» 
In his drefs and iigur^ (ten t 
Hence the me^m and fordid fc 
Like his body, rank and foul 
Hence that wild fufpicious pc 
Like a rogue that fteak a ^ii€ 
Hence he learnt the betcher\ 
How to cut your throat and i 
Like a butcher, doom'd f^^t I' 
In his moutb to wear h\% km/e < 
Hence he draws his daily focni 
From his tenants vital blocKi. 

Laflly, let his gifts be try'dy 
Borrowed from the mj^fon'i fiu 
Some perhaps may think him r 
In the Itate to build a Babeli 



rCould we phcc him in a ftation 
To deftroy the old fouttdation. 
True indeed, I (hould be gladder, 
Could he learn to mount bladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount afive, and dead defeend t 
In him tell me which prevail, 
•Female vices moft, or male } 
What produced him, can you tell ? 
.*Human race, or imj>4 of bell f 

ROBIN AND H A R R YiS^. 

TJ OB IN to beggars, with a curfe, 
***• Throws the laft ihiUing in his purfc % 
And, when the coachman comes for pay. 
The rogue mud call another day. 
Grave Harry, when the poor are preffing, 

• Gives them a penny, and God's bleffing \ 
But, always careful of the main^ 

With two-^ncc left, walks home in rain. 
Robin, from noon to night, will prate^ 
Runs-out in tongue, as in eftate : 
And, ere a twelvemonth and a day. 
Will not have one new thbg to fay. 
Much talking is not Harry's vicet 
He need not tell a ftory twice : 
And, if he always be fo thrifty, 
His fund may laft to five and fifty. 

* Sons of Dr. Leilie. Harry was a colonel in the 
•Spimih fervice. See above, p* ^79- ^* 

7 "^ 



iSO SWIPT'S POEMtl. 

It fo fell out, that cautious Harry, 
As foldiers ufe, for love, muft marry. 
And, with his dame, the ocean croft ; 
;( All for Love,. or the World well Loft I) 
•Repairs a cabin gone to ruin, 
Juft big enough to Iheitcr two in-; 
And in his houfc, if any body come, 
■Will make them welcome to his modicum. 
"Where Goody Julia milks the cows. 
And boils potatoes for her fpoufe.; 
Or dams his hofe, or mends his breeches. 
While Harry 's fencing up his ditches. 

Robin, "who ne'er his mind could fix 
To live without a.coach and fix. 
To patch his broken fortunes, found 
A miftrefs wortk five thoufand pound; 
Swears he could get her in an hour, 
:If Gaffer Harry would endow herj 
And fell, to pacify his wrath, 
A birth-right for a mefs of broth. 

Young Harry, as all Europe knows^ 
Was long the quinteJence of beaux | 
But, when efpous'd, he. ran the fate 
That muft attend the marry 'd ftate; 
From gold brocade and ihining armour* 
Was metamorphos'd to a farmer ; 
His grazier's coat with dirt bcfmear'd j 
Kor twice a week will fhave his beard. 

Old Robin, all his youth. a flovcn, 
At fifty-two, when he grew loving. 



CW 



ROBIN AND HARRY* Sfi 

'Clad in a coat of paduafoy, 
A flaxen wig, and^aiftcoat gay, 
^owder'd from fhoulder down to flaxik, 
!ln courtly flyleaddrefTes Frank $ 
Twice ten years older than his wife. 
Is doomed to be a beau for life; 
Supplying thofe dcfe£^s by drcfs, 
Wliich I mufl leave the world to guefs. 

TO BETTY THE GRIZETTE. 1730, 

A^UEEN of wit and beauty, Betty I 
\c Never may the Mufe forget ye : 
How thy face charms every fhepherd* 
Spotted over like a leopard 1 
And thy freckled.neck, difplay*d, 
JSnvy breeds in every maid, 
Like a fly-blown cake, of tallow^ 
Or on parchment ink tum'd yellow; 
Or a tawny fpeckled pippin, 
Shrivel'd with a winter's keeping. 

And, thy beauty thus difpatch'4> 
Let me praife thy wit unmatched. 

Sets df phrafes, cut and dry. 
Evermore thy tongue fupply. 
And thy memory is loaded 
With old fcraps from plays exploded : 
Stock 'd with repartees and jokes, 
'Suited to all chriflian folks : 
Shreds of wit, and fenfelefs rhymes, 
JUundex'd out a thouland times. 



.t9i SWIFT'S POl^M* 

Nor wilt thou of gifci be fparingi 

Which cm ne'er be urorfe for wearing; 

Pickin)( wit among collegiani^ 

In the play houfe upper regioni i 

Where, in cightecn-penny gfllleryi 
: Irifli n\tnphi Icam Irifli ratllerf i 

But thy merit i»thy failingi 

Ani\ thy raillery ii railing. 
Thui with talenti well endued 

To he fcurriloui andructei 
' When you pertly raifo your fnoutf 

Fleer, ami gi lie, aixl laugh, andflottti 

Thii among Hiliernian aiTea 
' For (hccr wit and luimour padei. 

Thui indulgent Chloe, bit» 
; Sweari you have a world of wit* 

DEATH AND DAPHNE* 
TO AN AORBEABLB YOUNG LADI 

BUT IXrHEMlLY LIAN. I73«« 

DEATH went upon a folemn day 
At Pluto'i halt hit court to pay i 
The phantom, having humbly kift 
Hit grifly monarclri iooty fi(V» 
Prcfcnted him the weekly IHlli 
Of (lo£lori, feveri, plagucit and pilla* 
Pluto, obfcrving lincc the peace 
The burial-article dccrcafe. 



0£ATfi AfiJi OAPHNK* i»| 

And, vtfxc to £m affiuri mifcarryi 
DccUr'd in councili Death mu(l marry | 
Vow'd lie no loogfir couM fupporc 
OM baccliclgi • altout liii court | 
Tlte int^wft of hiv realm bad wed 
Tli#t Dcatli Should get a numcrQuy br«<d f 
Youog DpatblingVf wlu9| by pradiu mad# 
Proficient in tUir failicr'K craik, 
V/it^i tolonicK migbc <lock aroun4 
Hi» large duminioiii under ground. 

A confult of cu^uectek below 
Was call'di to rig liiiu out a beau i 
From l»tr own head Meg^^ra calua 
A periwig of twi^ied fn«ke« i 
Which in the niccil fathion curl'd 
'(Like liiup^ti of thi» up^ier world), 
With Aour of fulphur powdci'd well, 
That giaceful on hi^ iJiouldci 9» ^ell ( 
An adder of tlic fable kind 
in line dircd hung down Uhind| 
The owl, the raven, and the bar, 
€lubb*d fur a fcaclter to hi« hat % 
llis cDat, an ufurer'v velvet paUi 
Bc4ucaih'd lu Huco, corpie and all, 
)iut| iorl) hik \^iUn\ lo eKpole 
liirc, like a iiarcglc pickc by ciowii 
A lawyer o'i:r hib haiiii'> and Uce 
hiuck aitfully a parchiMeni-ciifu, 
No ncw-Hux: jakc Ihuw'd iairer iUa | 
Nor rh)lliH al'ui lying 'in. ^ 

. Vol. li. O Ni^\vV 



M4 •fetfrt*'*'^* ♦or^m* 

With fnuff was filW his fcbon bb% * 
•Of fliin^tt^i'tdttW l:iy tfie po*. 

Nine fpirits of blil^etti^ti^, fn^ 
' With aconite anoiAt Rh zko^ ; 

And give him w6hls 6f dteiCMkMi^h^ 
sG— d ill— n hh bldba ! ifod b-i-d Arid' w-^tf ? 
Tlrds {^rnHh"^ t^, heibnt hit t^aia 

.To take a houfe fn Watwick-lioci 

The faculty, his htiiftbic fiicrtd*, 

A complinicnial rfieflfa^ frhds f 

* Their prcfwicnt iff fcairlct ^^n 
Haraogued» and ^^Icbl^'d him f6^6wt!. 

But Death had bufiilefs to dtfj^mtdi t 
His mind was running on his match. 
And, hearing much of Dtpbhe's dttiiCf 
His maiefyf of Urrvrs cMe, 
Fine as a colonel of the guards, 
To vilit whcfe fhe fate at (ianls : 
: She, as he canm intotlie Votfm, 
Thought him Adbhis in his blobiii. 
And now her lieart With plerfu're jumps j 

• She fcarce rcmcmWs What is truntps i 
' For fuch. a (hap« of Ikin md bone 

Was never fet;fi,rjcccpt ller ovVn : 
' Charm'd with hts ^yes, and chin, afod ftacncp 

Her pocket*gJa(«.drew fitly out| 

And grew cnamourM with her phik, 

As juft the counterpart of his. 

Slie darted many a private |[1anc«y 
^^d freely, made theisrdjdvanet I 



DBATM AflD«AftfNE. 1^5 

Wai of her bcaot/ gFo«rn /o tain, 
•She doubted not to win the Jkv^iM* 
:^othing ^c thought couhl fooner gain him, 
^han with her wit to ent«nain him. 
She alk'd about her friends below ; 
"Thii meagre fop, that battered beau 1 
Whether fMnc iate dcfrartcd tosftt 
Jlad g^ot .gallants amon|< the ^fcofts 9 
t3f Cloe were a fharpcr Aitl 
As great as ever at rjuadrilU f 
\^The ladies there muA r>ec<lft bf rnokf, 
Tor cards, we know, are I'luto's bookt IJ 
Jf Florinicrl had found her lovc^ 
For wiiora Ak hang*d hcfi«]f aliovf f 
•Mow oft' a week was kept a btU 
•By Profcrpinc at Pluto^s hall } 
'£hc fancied thofe Elyfian Aiadet 
^he fwectcfl place ior maffiwraxles ; 
rllow plcafanty on tltr banks of Styx, 
(To troll it in a coach and fix ! 

What pride a female heart inflames f 
^ow endlcfs arc ambition's aims ! 
Ceafc, haughty nymph ; the Faces decree 
'Death mud not be a fpoufc for tliec : 
iFor, when by chance tlie meagre iliAde 
V\xm thy hand his 6ngf r laid, 
'TJ'hv hand ai dry and cold as lcai4» 
His matrimonial (plrtt fled ; 
lie felt ai)OUt his heart a damp, 
l^hat quite cxiinguiih'd Cupid's Ivvp \ 



And leaves my wy 

Surer way* . ,, ^ieWing, ,. 
y,,.doxes*e*^^^,„,ield.»gv 

l^cverV.ea««^J^^„rf,fcow» 
^''^'"'S^ti^erandBUer: 

Send toe ben^«^^^^f„Ues: 
^'""'*Sever«a*«P*''' 



DEATH AfJD^AFHNE, ^95 

Was of her beauty grown fo rain, 
•She doubted not to win the ^(itM* 
Nothing (he thought could fooncr gain him, 
■^han with her wit to entenain him. 
She afk'd about her friends below ; 
"This me^re fop> that battered beau t 
Whether feme date dcptncA toafts 
JIad got gallants among the ghofts ? 
tjf Cloe were a fhaxpcr ilill 
As great as ever at cjAjadrillc ? 
\-(The ladies there muft needs be rooky, 
Tor cards, we know, are Pluto's lx>okf J J 
■if Florimtl had found her love, 
for whom (he hang'd hcrfclf abov^ } 
JIow oft' a week was kept a ball 
•By Proferjainc at Plutots iiaU-? 
'jShe fancied thofs Elyfian ifaades 
The fweeteft place tor mafquerades : 
•rHow plcafanr, on the banks of Styji, 
tfo troll it in a coach and 6x'! 

Wliat pride a female heart, inflames! 
^How endlefs ire ambition's aims ! 
Ceafc, haughty nymph ; the Faces decree 
♦Death mud not be a Ipoufe for iliec : 
(For, when by chance tlie meagre &a^ 
*l;|H)n thy huttd his fingrr laid, 
tl hy hand a^ dryjand cold as lea4» 
His matrimonial (pirtt£^; 
*He felt about his heart a 4iamp> 
That quite exiinguiih'd Cjk»pid's Iwp : 



^$B S W I F T^S P O E M 1. 

Away the frighted fpe£):re feuds, 
And leaves my lady in the fud8« 

DAPHNE. 

T> AP H N E knows, with equal cafc^ 
^^ How to vex and how to pleafe; 
But the folly of her fex 
Makes her fole delight to vex. 
Never woman more devis'd 
Surer ways to be dcfpis'dt 
Paradoxes weakly wielding, 
Always conquered, never yielding- 
To difpute, her cliief delight. 
With not one opinion right : 
Thick her arguments flie lays on. 
And ^^th cavils combats reafon ; 
Anfwers in deciiive way. 
Never hears what you can fay t 
Still her odd perverfenefs fhows 
Chiefly where Ihe nothing knows ; 
And, where fhe is mod familiar. 
Always peevifher and (illier : 
All her fpirics in a flame 
When fhe knows ihe 's moft to blame. 

Send me hence ten thoufand miles. 
From a face that always fmiles : 
None could ever ad that part, 
But a Fu«y in her heart. 



D A P » N U #5t 

Yc who hate fuch inconfiftcnce. 

To \?e eafy, keep your diftaace | - ' i 

Or in folly ftill befriend her. 

But have no concern to mendJier*. 

Lofe not time to contradift her,. 

Nor endeavour to convift her. 

Never take it in your thought!, 

That ihe *11 own, or cure a fault. 

Into contradiftion warm her, 

Then^ perhaps, you may reform her : 

Only take this rule along. 

Always to advife her wrong; 

And reprove her when fhc 's right j 

She may then grow wife for fpight. 

No — that fcheme will ne'er fuccecd. 
She has better learnt her creed : 
She 's too cunning, and too ikilful. 
When to yield, and when be wilful. 
Nature holds her forth two mirrors j 
One for truth, and one for errors : 
That looks hideous, fierce, and frightful ; 
This is flattering and delightful ; 
That ihe throws a.way as foul j 
Sits by this, to drefs her foul. 

Thus you have the cafe in view. 
Daphne, 'twixt the Dean and you. 
Heaven forbid he ihould defpife thee f 
But will never more advife thee. 
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fft SWIFT'K POaMS, 

THE PHRASAWr AND THE LARK. 
A FABLE. BY DR. DELANIT. 173©. 

<^ Tain patiens urUs, ta^m ijenreusi, ut tex^^at ie ?*^ 

T N ancient times, as bards; indfe^, 
A (If clerks haVe conn'd ilic repbrdi righf). 
A Peacock reign'd, whdfe glorious fwiy^ 
His Cuhjefts with dcflight cA^cy : 
Huj tail was beaytctius to bchodd, 
Replete with goodly eye^ arid gold 
(Fair emkdcm trf" that Monarch's guHe^ 
Whofe train at once is rich and wife). 
And princely ruVd he many regions, 
And ftatcfmcn wife, and valiant legiotts. 

A Pheafant Lord *, above the reft. 
With every ^ace and talent bleft, 
Was fent to fway, witii all his (kill, 
Tlie fceptre of a ncighbo\ning hill t» 
Ko iciencc was to him unl^nown. 
For all the arts were all his owq : 
In all the living learned read. 
Though more delighted with the d<ad:^ 
For birds, if ancient talcs fay true, 
Had then their Popes and Homers too, 

* Lord Carteret, lord lieutenant of Ireland. 
t Jreiand. 



Cduld read and wr^tfs ic) pr/^fs |^)4 vtrfh . 
And fpcajt lijw •*%. aa4^i>^iW JfM ?«Wfi% . 
He knew tbeir ypiQCS* .^uid thei^wingi^ 
Who fmootheil (o^, w^p. ^eetei^ Ci^g^ | 
Who toils with ilKfledg'^ pens to cliipi)i^v 
Abd who ag;gin'4 the pixf fttlilifpe.t ^ 
Their merks 1^ cp^d well ief^^p 
He had fo exquifitje an eyj^j 
And when that fai^d^ U>.%^ ijiavu]a plf^. 
He had as e^qiiifice an Ofr. 
It chjW'dyi .{^s 09 a da.y he ^ay*d/ . 
Beneath an ApsMlc^.ic ftade. 

He lik.'4r ^^^f^ S^^9#ifW ^^> 

The wildnef*>* of. a Wi^]|^k*s f npte8^„ . . 

And fearch'd^ and fpy'^, and fei^'d bis g/uptf^ ■ 

And took'hiqi J^^e^ apd made iiim Ume ; 

Pound him 4>n tnal.pri^e and ahljc, 

So cheer'd and fed him atUis tablew 

Here fomie jQurewd-critick ^ndsl 'm cay^l^^. 
And cries out, <* Better fpd than ta^glit" -;-^ • 
Then jeAs on gamt and t^f, spd readjB 
And jeAs, and fo ipy tale pi:oceeds. 

Long had he ftudy'd in the Wpod, , ^ 

Conv^rfing with the wife arvl ^oodj 
His fouiwlth |}ari)ao|iy infpir'^. 
With love of. truth arvl vimje fir*d : 
His Brethrcjn's good aod l^aker*s praife j 
Were all the flu4y of ins Jay ^ i 

* A famous modern architeft,. 
t^i>r. Delany. 



Were all his ftudy in tctrcat, "^ 

Ani now employM him with the Great. 

His friendfliip was the ftirc refort 

Of all the'wretchcd at the Court; 

But chiefly merit in diflrefs 

His grcateft blclling was to blefs. •— 

This fix'd him in his Patron's "brcaft^ 
But fir'd with envy all the reft : 
1 mean that noify craving crew, 
"Who round the Court inceflant flew, 
And prey'd like rooks, by pairs and dozens^ 
To fi]\ the maws of fons and coufins t 
*• Unmov'd their heart, and cltiird their bbod^j, 
** To every thought of common good^ 
** Confining every hope and care** 
To their own low contrafted fphcre. 
Thefe ran him down with ceafelefs cry. 
But found it hard to tell you why. 
Till his own worth and wit fupply'd 
Sufficient matter to deride : 
« 'Tis Envy's fafeft, fureftrulc^ 
** To hide her rage in ridicule : 
** The vulgar eye flic bcft beguiles, 
** When all her fnakes are deck'd with fmilc$ r* 
Sardonic fmiles, by rancour rais'd I 
•* Tormented mod when fceming pleased !'* 
Their fpight had more than half expir'd. 
Had he not wrote what all admir'd ; 
What morfels had their malice wanted. 
But that he built, and plann'd, and planted f 

S How 
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(T)tottftit fomtf wiio wouM Hi (bnvglit to kMVf 

Art pnruivn U WM a Crow) i 

jKck Diw WAft ficotiilfil \$y Tit, 

Tom TU "^ fionlrl wriit« und ft; bfl mrhf , 

A trlhc of t\itiGl«i(i» pmtati ftltow, 

Thf jAy, thf M«|i|Mf f mimI tin iwAlldw i 

And xwMuty nors tJifir jhroiu bt louiif 

Sown to tlM wklcfi wAtUtUiiK Uoofii. 

Sittnt i^UkVI At htttif iftttm AiWf fotai tm^rtii 
lomt hlfft'ilf fnMA kriAtii'ilf Attd otUm nuiUAif^A i 
Tli« Crow, on flrtMioct wont to hMkt 
Titi CAtrbm fktow «iAiul«moM hit tAA^i 
Th« Rootc in iArn«ft too, noft jaUoftp 

IWOfA flll llU fil^$it1tt Win but CiVOAkillKt. 

Bnnc' tiuiUKlu tli^y meant ui Aaw ttaotr wki 
Might thihk W iUi — «« but thai iti««r writ" •«• 
CouM It ba fn^ba or anvy i -«• f< No «* 
<' Who dill no UU «ottU have no.foai'* •-« 
io Wifa Simiillcity aUaani.'iJf 
QtAito oiiwrwira TriM W l^luui. daai»'d i 
Thin i|ttaCtlon ^ifl^ty umlatltaoUy 
** WtiAt more pruvokai thau (Ung good/ 
H A foul ennoblcit ami rcfitrU 
'* KcpriiAt^lien avriy liafcr mi ml t 
*' Aft nirtiiii exulted fiiiil mtiudiatii 
•' Miike avety mcuncr mufick mtiuMi." «-» 

At Iftigth tlia NigluiiiKfitet wai ttcardp 
Vvt voica and wifdont lung rcirar*il» 

^ Dr. BharldAn. f SlBAtt Vwlfr* 

ttOtffm^ 
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S.WIFT'S POEMSw 

The daw a thief, the ape a droII» 

The hound Would fcent, the wolf would prole: 

A pigeon would » if-^own by ^fop. 

Fly from thfliliawk, or pick his peaie up- 

Par othervwHe a great Dkme 

Has learnt his Fablbs to refine r 

He jumbles men and birds together. 

As if. they all were of « feather t 

You fee him firft the peacock bring,. 

jlgainft all rules, to be a king f 

That in his tail he wore his eyes, 

By wliich he grew both rich and wife. 

Now, pray, obferve the Do£)»r's choice^ 

A peaccck. chofe for flight and Toice r 

Did ever mortal fee a peacock 

Attempt a flight above a haycock ? 

And for his fmging, Do&or, you know^ 

Himfeif complaift'd of it to Juno». 

He fqualls in fuch a hellilh noife. 

It frightens all the village boys. 

Tliis peacock kept a ftanding force> 

In regiments of foot and horfe ; 

Had ftatefmen too of every kind„ 

Who Waited on his eyes behind 

(And tl\is was thought the higheft poftj 

For, rule the rump, you rule the roafl). 

The do£^or names but one at prefent. 

And he of all birds was a pheafanu 

This pheafant was a man of wit,. 

Could read all books were ever writ ^ 
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^ '* BWIFT'S POEMS. 

Take my advice i to make you'fafe, 
I know a fliorter way by half. 
The point is plain : remove tlie caufe^ 
Defend your liberties and laws. 
Be fometimei to your country truo. 
Have once the public good in view : 
Bravely defji^fe Champagne at Courts 
And diufe to dine at home with Port t 
Let Prelates, 4>y their good behaviour. 
Convince tis they believe a Saviour^ 

• Nor fell what tkey fo -dearly bought. 
This country* now their own, fur nought* 

i^ Ne'er did a true (atiric Muic . . 

Virtue or Innocence abufe ; 
And 'tis againfl poetic rules 
To rnl at men by nature fook-: . 
But ♦♦*♦**»*« 



THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAG 

TOTATIS SUJE fifty-two, 
•^-■-^ A rich Divine * began to woo 
A handfonw, young, imjierious girl. 
Nearly related to an £arl. 
Her parents and lier friends confent. 
The couple to the temple went : 
They fir£k invite ^le Cyprian queen ; 
*Twa8 anfwer'd, " She would not be fcen :" 

^ * The dMtc ;ind hero of t\us ^tm are unknown. 



THB PUCX^ltBSS OF MARRIAGE. ^ s^ 

The Graces nfext; ind all the Muietf 
Were bid in fonot t>ut fent escufet, 
Juno attended, at the potchf 
With fartlnng-candlo for a torch t 
While miArefs Iris held her traln» 
The faded bow diftilling ralih 
Then Hebe came» and took lier placA, 
But (hew'd no more than half her {mcc^ 

Whate'er {hoTe dir« forebodings tac^it, 
In mirth the wedding-day wa» fpent j 
The wedding-day, you take me right^ 
I promife nothing for th«: night. 
The Bridegroom, dreft to make a figure, 
AiTumes aa,4niticial vigour i 
A flouriflic night-cap on, to grace 
His ruddy,^ wrinkled, fmiling face 4 
Like the fait)t red upon a pippin. 
Half withcr'd by a wiuter's keepings 

And thus fet out this happy pair. 
The Swain is rich, the Nymph is fair ; 
But, what 1 glailly would forget. 
The Swain is old, the Nymph coquette. 
Both from the goal togcthci- flat t j 
Scarce run a Ucp before ihcy part ; 
No common ligament that binds 
The various tcxiurca of ihcir minds j 
Their thoughts and a6lions, hopes and fears, 
Lcf; concfponding than their years. 
Her rpoufe dcfircs his coffee fooii. 
She rifes to her tea at noon. 

Vo L. IL P W'vx,. 



lie 8 W tint's PdEMfc 

While he goes out to cheapen books^ 
She at the glafs confults her looks i 
While Betty 's buzzing in her car, 
Lordy what a drefs thefe parfons wear ! 
So odd 9 choice how could ihe make i 
Wi(h'd hhn a colonel for her fake. 
Then, on her fingers ends, (he counts^ 
£xa£l:, to what his age amounts. 
The Dean, Ihe heard her uncle fay. 
Is iixty, if he be a day ; 
His ruddy cheeks are no difguife ; 
You fee the crows-feet round his eyes. 

At one (he riimbles to the (hops. 
To cheapen tea, and talk with fops ,- 
Or calls a council of her maids. 
And tradefmen, to compare brocades. 
Her weighty moming-bufmefs otr. 
Sits down to dinner juft at four; 
Minds nothing that is done or fald. 
Her evenrfag-work fo fills her head. 
The Dean, who us'd to dine at one. 
Is mauki(h, and his flomach gone ; 
In thread-bare gown, would fcarce a loufe hold, 
Looks like the chaplain of his hou(hold ; 
Beholds her, from the chaplain's place. 
In French brocades, and Flanders lace ; 
He wonders what employs her brain, 
But never a(k8, or a(ks in vain; 
His mind is full of other cares. 
And, in the fneakine parfon's airs, 

5* Computeii 



TflS PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE. <« i 

XUmpateB, diat half a paridi duet 
Will liardly find his wife in (hoes. 

Canfl thdu imagine^ dull Divine, 
Twill gun her lore, to make her fine f 
Hath ihe no other wants hefide f 
You raife defire as well as pride ; 
Enticing coxcombs to adore. 
And teach her to defpife thee more. 

If in her coach flie 11 condefcend 
To place him at the hinder end. 
Her hoop is fadft above his nofe. 
His odious gown would foil her cloaths. 
And drops him at the church, to praj» 
While fte drives on to fee die play. 
He, like an orderly Divine, 
Comes home a quarter after nine. 
And meets her hailing to the ball : 
Her chairmen puih him from the wall. 
He enters in, and walks up flairs, 
And calls the family' to prayers; 
Then goes alone to take his reft 
In bed, where he can fpare her bed. 
At five the footmen make a din, 
Her Ladyfhip is jufl come in ; 
The mafquerade began at two, 
She flole away with much ado ^ 
And fhall be chid this afternoon. 
For leaving company fo foon : 
She 'II fay, and ihe may truly fay *t. 
She can^t abide to flay out late. 

Pa ^\\\- 



SWIFT'S POEMS* 

But now, though fcarce a twelvemonth marry' 
Poor Lady Jane has thrice mircarry'4 : 
The caufe, alas, is quickly gueft; 
The town has whifper'il round the jeft. 
Think on fome remedy in time. 
You find his Reverence pad his prime. 
Already dwindled to a ladi { 
No other way but try the Bath. 

For VcnuSy riling from the ocean^ 
Infus*d a Hrong pioliftc potion. 
That mtx'd with Acheloiis' fpring^ 
The horned flood, as poets fing. 
Who, with an Engliih beauty fmitten, 
Kan under-ground from Greece to Britain^ 
The genial virtue with him brought. 
And gave the Nymph a plenteous draught} 
Then fled» an<l left his horn behind. 
For hufbands pad tlicir youth to find : 
The Nymph, who Aill with pafTion buniM, 
Was to a boiling fuuntain turn'd, 
Wl>erc cluldlefs wives croud every morn, 
To drink in Acheloiis* horn. 
And here the father often gains 
That title by another's pains. 

Hither, ti>ough mucli againft the grain. 
The iXrpn has carry \1 Lady Jane. 
He, for a while, would not confenr. 
But \\y\''*\ his money all was fpent : 
His money fpcnt I a clownilh reafon ! 
And muft my Lady Hip her fcafon \ 



THE MtOG*235 3f JLXSaOJLS^ ^f 
The IX)cbaL\ «^ * siiiubie dee. 
Was irib'i » iiiufi:^ die T3«aB j^ssl. 
Hoe 2II £:vaiaoA vie die ^iaae 

Arc ff^mpSC h. TBCf LlLt^'^ tOrfk : 

Mich vfLBca. lie tjadisaciv «unnfii»» 
MerelT becpilfe her t^nmite adwite^ 
His mamer 2nd lUer rime enoliirs 
In inufick, n^ir^r-Ti'oniK* md »r^ - 
Or in the Crcu-bisra '\£sks. la adr, 

Wlmc if die l>£ac ^r dxaxrcs apppears^ 
I: CbiBKi hri ct^bck oaid ais rean* 
He kcepi ikBd iicaai:^ la die fa^Iearr^ 
TiK Ikuu6*<£ b^ tome c;is«:;un.:v'i auler' j 
For VnooU ids cTursv^r e.^ juJe 
To biche asiCGg ihe >eue:i ind bcaxn. 

So bt¥e I fcen, ^iiliia a pet. 
Young duckHrgi caibu'd bj a hem 1 
Bur, when kt out, cue j run aad m3ici!e^ 
As iaftin^ katis li^m, ia a pu<U!k : 
TKe fober hca, hoc born cd rwiro, 
Widi mournful noce clucks roozid the brim. 

The Dean, with all his bcl> CDdeavour, 
Gets not an heir, but gets a fever* 
A Tiffim to i1»c laft cITays 
Of vigour in declining days, 
He dies, and leaves his mourning mtte 
(What could he Icfb ?) his whole cftate. 

The widow goes through all her forms 1 
Kcw levers now will come in fwtrmu. 

P 3 ^^» 



^14 S WI F T'S POS M S. 

Oh, may I fee her foon difpenfing 
Her favours to fome broken eniign I 
Him let her marry, for his face, 
And only coat of ntnufli'd kce ; 
To turn her ni^ed out of doors, 
And fpend her jointure on his whores i 
But, for a parting preicnt, kave her 
A rooted pox to laft for ever \ 



AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD? 

on THE 

TRUE ENGLISH DSAN^ 

TO BE HANGED FOR A EAPE. XT^o. 
L 

OUR brethren of England, who fove us §o dear» 
And in all they do for us fb kindly do mean, 
(A blefling upon them !) have fent us diis year 

For the good of our church,, a tme EnglUh Detiu 
A holier prieft ne'er was wrapt up in crape. 
The word you can fay, he committed a ripe. 

II. 
In his Journey to iXiblin, he lighted at Chcder, 

And there he grew fond of another man's mht 
Burft into her chamber, and would have cirefs'd her; 

But (be valued her honour much more than her life* 
She bullied and fbruggled, and made her efcape 
To a room full of gue(b» for fear of a rape. 

* Sawbridge, Dean of fcniftv F. 



THE TRUE ENGLISH DKAK %t$ 

III. 
The Dean he purfuedt to recover hit game i 
And now to atuck her again he preparcf f 
Bat the company flood in defence of the damcy 
They cudgel'd, and cufc Idoh and kick'd hi» down 
fbirs. 
His Deanlhip was now in a damnable (cnpCf 
And this was no time for committing a rape* 

IV, 
To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goei. 

And orders the landlord to bring hsm a ivhorei 
No icruple came on him his gown to expdkf 

'Twas what all his life he had pnAia'd ht§ot§^ 
He had made lumielf drank widi the jtuce of fbe grape^ 
And got a good ch^, but committed no rape* 

V. 
The Dean, and hit landlord a jolly comrade^ 

Refolv'd for a fortnight to fwim in delight { 
For why* they had both been brought up to the trad« 

Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night* 
His landlord was ready hit Deanflup to ape 
in every debauch but committing a rape* 

VL 

Thb Proteftant zealot, di» Englilh divine. 
In church and in fbte was of principles found t 

Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line. 
And griev'd that a Tory flumld live above ground* 

Shall a fubjed fo loyal be hang*d by the nape, 

For no other crime but committing a rape i 

P 4 N W ^^ 



2)6 SWIiFT'S PO E M%. 

VII. 
By old Popifii canons, as wife raen have penn'd 'em, 

Each pried had a coMubine> jurg eceUJUti 
Who 'd be Dean of Femes without a €omm€ndam^ 
■ Am\ prectxlents we can produce, if it pleafe ye t 
Then why fhould the Dean, when whores are fo cheap, 
Be put to tl^ peril and toil of a rape } 

VIII. 
If fortune iliould pleafe but to take fuch a crotchet 

(To thee I apply, great Smedley's fuccedbr) 
To giv|S thee lanun Jleeves^ a mitres and reebet^ 

Whom wouidft thou refemble } I leave thee a gueflert 
But I only Miold thee in Atherton's • Ihape, 
}^istt fodotflj hang'd ; as thou for a rape. 

IX. 

Ah ! dofl thou not envy the brave colonel Chartres, 
Condcmo'd for thy crifne at threefcore-and-ten } 

To hang him, all England would lend him their garters^ 
yet he lives, and is ready to ravifli again. 

Then throttle thyfelf with an ell of ftrong tape. 

For thou haCl not a groat to atone for a rapc^ 

X. 

The Dean he was vex*d thatf his whores were fo willing t 
He longVl for a gld that would iltuggie and fqualli 

He ravllh'd Iter fairly^ and fav*d a good ihilling ; 
But here was to pay the devil and all. 

Ki^ trpuHe and forrowi aow come in a heap. 

And hang'il h^ mud be for cotnmittiag a rape. 

^ A biihoD of Waterford; of iii6uneuf diandcr. K 
' * XI. U 
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If ihcy fWftW *tt«p '*»i \^«''» •"* *^*^ ^*"*'' ^^^^'^^V 
No D^vl «MVf lDta»^iiMi(«i gcH*^ dMHi <A««y. 

Nor w«a* lUiiw^ '^ «««t ^^ * '»«^ iMMWtti ^3i*e 

Our OU«fc «*^ ^«t *M«^ ^<*^ t«|lwHl mthfitf n*v 

For iHfwtK A- ^ve tSiinAaiir Ueaitis diMoUf > ^ : 
She fcftrft M <wif Bi**v)K AIM >^«K jml SJfewA. 

But, W»ra ' liM^w -he «IUUii vi^.tt -liiws j«h* xV-U jjdotfy 
When tl>« gAwl irtgUih Dtm i« Uwisri \Mv Ar * *wf 

ON RTEPHRTT t>t;CK^ 

THE THRFAIIER AND rAVOCtrTR^ WTT- 

A QCIBBLING EFlORA^f. f*t^v 

IIR thrrfhief Duck oaM **«» flvi <ia^<n pf<rrttty 
llw proTCTb ra>^, /i#/r»f* ^^'o/ ^M^ 
Vum\ Ikff/bimg corn he twfn* :-^ /«>'</* ^*^ 'f***** * 
Vol which her Majcfty a\\<jiw% him |:f*/«. 
Though *ii% tonfcft, that thoU, who ettr r«w 
Hi» p<K!ms ihink them ill not worth ^rm^l 

Thiicc h«ppy Duck, cmployM in thie(hmfA^^/ 
Thy toil U Icilea'd, and ihy piofiti ilwhW. 



T 



«fl fWIf^T'l rOICMft, 



TIIK LADY'S URRfiSINU.ROOM. 

T^l VK luturt (urtd wlto citn (in it Itfd m 
' Hy hiUKhiy Cintiii i\^n\ in (Irrflinis i 
1'k4i OutUUfi from bi*r &.tiiimhflr itfut <>» 
'^ ^rmyM Ih Imav luaLjulei, uml liHuco. 

S lt(ret*li<'nf who ioitial iho loorn waa vui((| 

^ Ami lltttty utliarwlfii emfilnyMi 

J IHoUi ln» iml tm»k h MtX fuivcy 

ii Of Mil tito litliir MM It Uy i 

•» WItaroofi to miikt tlio tttm^sr rtfir^ 

|1 , An liwintwji foll(»wi Itcrt. 

Ami, firH, « dlny fmock npfKiirMi 
nanaittt itio irm-ttitu well bcfmairM i 
tiuapltott, tita ro)(ttf, (lii|iUy'(l It wklfi 
Ami turnM It tiHiiid on ovury rtdt i 
In fttclft • M<«| f«w WAr4i Mtt Iwfti 
Ami Ntrfftilwn liidn u» ^unfti tlif reft i 
llttt fwfiirft, lt(»w (imnnHbly tlit men tit 
In ciililni; CffliH fwMt Ami cti*«nly. 

Now UfWni wliilfl bo n«kt imnluctf 
^*tio varioutt comliK for varlouk uf«i i 
f yi11'(t-U|t with (lilt fo tlofuly Axt, 

"^ ' No tiruili umkl forcf n way li«iwift( i 

1^. \ * A paftf of 4{ffmi|»oflilon tmci 

i.'', Nwiiti cUmirlHi |towiWi, liMf» amllialr, 

A fortttiAil'fltodt witli oil \i)Min 't« 
"Vm UfMN\\\ ihv wiinkki on her lioni i 



ttifH^ t^lvV -^vk^ «^^ VA4bi |^%(r\k 

liHHii* ^USt w«vh w«ik«<(t ^»im wiMi hA»« 

A hi) v4hH4^v4«h i^ihhI Hmf l^by- ^g^ 
tiik^-M 4 ^Ukiy M^ i^4»^k 

A Hilly ^i<>wp<^ w t< ^»k) \K\mi 
Hh^i nh ^ u vmH\l ^H4M Hivv^K^Ni b«iw«li» 

^'h^ A«<t-l^VH||i why ihMHM t t'^H'^i 



MW9 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Oi 1iRir« tliAt ftnk the fbrchend low. 
Or on lur chin like bridlci grow. 

The virtuei wc mufl not let pifi 
Of Cdii'i mignifying-glAft i 
When frighted Scrcplion call hit eye o& % 
It (hewM.tlkfl vifMgo of « giant i 
A glafs that can to fight difclofe 
The fmaUetl worm in Cwtia'i nofet 
And faithfully direct lier nail 
To fqueezo it out from head to tail $ 
toVf catch it nicely by the headi 
It muft come out^ alive or dead. 

Why, 8trephon» will you tell the reftf 
And muA you necda defcrihe tlie cheA? 
That carelefi wendi I bo creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner I 
But leave it Handing full in fighti 
For you to cxercife your fpito } 
In vain the workman ihew'd his wit, 
With ring! and hingci counterfeit, 
To make it feem in thi« difguifo 
A cabinet to vulgar eyci, 
Wliich Htrephon vcntur'd to look in, 
Relolv'd to go through iifick and tkm» 
He lifti tlie lid i there ncedi no mo«e» 
He fmctt it all the time before. 

Alt from within Tandora'k boXp 
When Kpimeihcui op'd the lock&f 
A fuddcn univerfal crew 
Of human evill upward Aew^ 



Hft rtill Wf^« jtriMHliM-l^ 1%^ Hll4 
llH ^Mvj^lu^^i tlHiHik M^ lilt )KU 

Wt*U-hi lltilU^t^ NVUU «H \-i^\) Uk •At) 1 

Ati»l i»Mit (lum 41 (Ui^ vt<^rtlT1\ ^rpi 

'J M U)>«i ^iii. i^tu hnm wl)uhi;i: limy Ml* 
A*^) uy^ri 4 HmU fMMMij by't'»v mimih. 



TS12 / SWIFT'S l^OEMS. ' 

Thus finifhing his grand futrey, T 

The Twain di^ufted flunk away | 
Repeating in his amorous fits, 
*' Oh ! Cxlia, Caelia, Caelia ih— !" 
But VengeaDoey goddefs never fleeping. 
Soon punifli'd Strephon for his peeping : 
His foul imagination links 
Each dame he fees with all her ftinks; 
Andy if unfkvory odours fly, 
•Conceives a lady fbnding by. • 
All women his defcripdon fits* 
And both ideas jump like wits,* 
By vicious £nicy coupled faft, 
And.itill appearing in cmiirafi. 

I pity wretched Strephon, blind 
To 23X the chankis of woman*kind. 
Should I the QjKen of Love refufe, 
Becaafe flie rofe from (tinking ooze ? 
To him that looks behind the fcene^ 
Statira *s but foroe pocky quean. 

When Caelia all her glory ihows. 
If Strepbon would but Hop his noTe, 
Who now fo impiouily blafphemes 
Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and crcamsi 
Her waflies, flops, and every clout. 
With which he makes fo foul a rout ; 
He foon would learn to think like me, ^ 

And blefs his ravifh'd eyes to fee 
Such order from confufion fprung. 
Such gaudy tulips rais'd from dung.' 

THE 
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THE POWER OF TIME. 1730. 

TF neither brafs nor marble can withdand 

•■• The mortal force of Time's deftru^ve hand ; 

If mountains fmk to vales, if cities die. 

And leflening rivers mourn their fountains dry : 

When my old cafTock (faid a Wclih divine) 

Is out at elbows ; why ihould I repine } 

ON MR. PULTENEY'S 

BEING PUT OUT OF THE COUNCIL. 173 iw 

C IR Robert, weary'd by Will Palteney's teadngt, 

•^ Who interrupted him in all his lea^gs, 

Refolv'd that Will and he ihould meet no more ; 

Full in his face Bob fhuts the council-door ; 

Nor lets him fit as juftice on the bench. 

To puniih thieves, or lafh a fuburb-wcnch. 

Yet ftill St, Stephen's chapel open lies 

For Will to enter.— What ihall I advife ? 

Ev'n quit the House, for thou too long haft fat in't^ 

Produce at laft thy dormant ducal patent ; 

There, near thy matter's throne in fhelter plac'd. 

Let Will unheard by thee his thunder wafte. 

Yet ftill I fear your work is done but half : 

For, while he keeps his pen, you are not fafe. 

Hear an old fable, and a dull one too ; 
It bears a moral, when apply 'd to you. 

A hare had long efcap'd purfuing hounds 
ty pften (hifting into diftant grounds ; 
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Till, finding all his artifices vaiii. 
To fave his life he leap'd into the main. 
But there, alas ! he could no fafcty find, 
A pack, oidJog'fiJb had him in the wind. 
He fcburs away j and> to avoid the foe, 
Defcends for ihelter to the ihades below : 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den 
(He had not feen a hare the lord knows when). 
Out bounc'd the mailiff of the triple head { 
Away 4ie bare with double fwiftnefs fled; 
Hunted from earth, and fea, and hell, he flits 
(Year lent him wings) for fafety to the ikies^ 
How was the fearful animi^ diftrefl I 
Behold a foe more fierce than all the reft : 
Sirius» the fwifteft of the heavenly pack, 
Faird but an inch to feize him by the back* 
He fled to earth, but firft it coft him dear : 
He left his fcut behind, and half an car. 

Thus was the hare purfucd, though free Froth guilt; 
Thus, Bob, Ihalt thou be oiauPd, fly where thou Aivik. 
Tlien, hooeft Robin, of thy corpfe beware ; 
TTiou art not half fo nimble as a hare : 
Too ponderous is thy bulk to mount the Iky % 
l^or can you go to helly before you die. 
So keen thy hunters^ and thy /cent fo ftrong, 
Thy turns and doublings cannot fave thee long ♦, 

* This hunting ended in the promotion both of Wii^ 
and Bob. Bob was no longer firft miniftcr, but carl of 
Orfiord; and Will was no longer his opponent, but 
jeadofBach. H. 
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^ ON 

FREDERICK DUKE OP SCHOMBERG*. 

Hie infra fitum efl corpus 
FREDERICI DUClS DE SCHOMBERG, 

• ad BUDINDAM occifi, A. D. 1690. 
DECANUS et CAPITULUM raaximoperc ctiam 

acque etiam petierunt^ 

Ut K-ffiREDES Ducis raonumcrttum 

In memoriam parentis crigendum curarenc: 

Sed poftquam per epiflolas, per amicos, 

diu ac faepe orando nil profecere ; 

Hanc demum lapldem ipti (latueruilty 

t Saltern ut fcias, hofpes, 

Ubinam tcnarum SCONBERGENSES cincres 

delitefcunt. 

** Plus potuit fama virtutis. apud alienos, 

** Qijam fanguinis proximitas apud fuos.** 

A. D. 1731. 

♦ The . duke was unhappily killed, in crolRng the 
river Boyne, July i, 1690; and was buried in St. 
Patrick's cathedral; where the dean and chapter 
:re6led a (hiall monumentto his honour, at their own 
Bxpencc. 

t The words that Dr. Swift firft concluded the epi- 
taph with, were " Saltern utfciat viator indignabundus, 
'♦ quali in ccllula tanti duftoris cincres delitefcunt." 

Vol. 11. ' CL CASSINU^ 
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CASSINUS AND PETEE 
A TRAGICAL ELEGY; 1731. 

^T^WP college fophs of Cambridge growth, 
"*; Both fpecial wits, and lovers both, 

C9nfernng as they us'd to meet 

On love, and books, in rapture fweec 

(Mufe, find me names' to fit my metre, 

jCaifinus this, and t' other I^eter) ; 

¥'riend Peter to Cailinus goes. 

To chat a while, and warm his nofe : 

But fuch a light was never feen» 

The lad lay fwallowM up in fpleen. 
, JJc fcem'd as jull crept out of bed ; 

One greafy ftockmg round his head, 

The other he fat down to dam 

With threads of diffcrent-colour'd yam ; 

His breeches torn expbfing wide 

A ragged ihirt and tawny hide. 
*Scorch'dwer& his (bins, his legs were bare. 

But well embrown'd with din and hair. 

A rag was o'er his ihoalders thrown 

f A rug ; for night-gown he had none). 

His Jordan flood in manner fitting 
'Between his leg* to fpew or fpit in 5 

His ancient pipe, in>fable dy'd, 
\A«d half unfmokM, lay by his fide. 

Hii 
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Him thus accoutred Peter founds 
^With eyes in fmoke and weejnng drown*d | 
The leavings of his laft night's poc 
On embers pkc'd, to diink it hot. 

Why, Cafly, thou wilt doze thy pate : 
What makes diee lie a-bed fo late ?' 
The finch, the linn^ and the thrufli, 
Yheir raattins chant in every buih : 
And I liave heard thee oft' falute 
Aurora with thy early flute, 
fieaven fend thou hail not got the hypi f 
How ! not a word come from thy lips ?' 

Then gave him tome familiar thumps i 
A college-joke^ to cuie the dumps. 

The fwain at lafl^ with grief opprefi^ 
Cry*d, Caelia ! thrice, and figh'd the reft. 

Dear CaiTy, though to aik I dread. 
Yet aik I muiV. Is C«lia dead ? 

How happy I, were that the wor{l1 
But I was fated to be curil. 

Come, tell us, has ihe play'd the whore } 

Oh, Peter, would it were no more ! 

Why, plague-confound her fandy locks I [ 
Say, has the fmall or greater pox 
Sunk down her nofe, or feam*d her face } 
Be eafy, 'tis a common cafe. 

Oh, Peter 1 beauty 's but a varniih. 
Which time and accidents will tamiih } 
But Caelia has contrived to blad 
Thofe beauties that might ever lad. 
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Nor can imagination guefs, 
Nor eloquence divine exprefs. 
How that ungrateful charming maid 
My purcft paflion has betray'd. 
Conceive the moft invenom*d dait 
To pierce an ihjur/d. lover's heart. 

Why, hang her; though (he feem fo coy, 
I know (he loves the i>ar>jer*s, boy. 

Friend Peter, this I could epcciife ; 
For c\rcry nymph has leave to chuFe ; - 
Nor have I reafon to complain, 
She loves a more deferving fwain. 
But, oh'! how iU haft thou divin'd 
A crinvp, that (hocks all "human-kind; 
A deecl /unknown to female race, 
At which .'the fun (hould hide his face : 
Advice in vain you would apply — 
Then leave me to defpair and die. 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Tlysfe elegies and fonnets burn ; 
And bn.thc marble grave thefc rhymes, 
A monument to after- times : 
« Here CafTy lies, by Caslia (lain, 
" And dj^ing never told his pain.*' 

Vain empty world, farewell. But hark. 
The loud Cerbcrian triple bark. 
And tliere-^bfehold Ale6Vo (land, 
A wliip of fcorpions in her hand. 
Lo, Charon from his leaky vVherry 
Beckoning to waft mc o'er the ferry. 
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I come, I comc^MtdwUi iot, 
Her ferpents biii d^wsCi at ae^ 
Begone ; unhar^ ibe, ac?^^ frj $ 
" ** Araunr — \c c'*nt^x £^ *rat L** 

Dear CaiTv^ dicici ai^ p^|^ M)i "iitt^i, 
I fear tbcm w;k te auc: iv^e?^ 
But DOW9 i*;' fi5ct<c^,';- \ ::«vfvc ^Ijm^ 
I here coDJ'jre Oiit^. -it , ' .r vi^ir^^ 
Aod Caelia*t IxwikJ £*rri r^iirjt ? 
Thy friend wouli ^>*^^ » 5i*r*^ -^t^ ^jt^ 

To force ir c:.r, cv;. ,v.-wrr ;sii:f ;seMi( ^ 
Yet when oosj :jr*c tr (^X % fr ij^vi-^ 
Thinks Peter, 'usjfw 9^ U^^ 4 f *^^ t 
Thefc cye», :/,^ut t^^, ^«5uF.i -;*«? 5^^ 
Now bead 'r/.Tjt, ti,-, f-i^i* vy :' ^^ifk^ 
But, w(>e£ r:x:i £^'. :»<t ^^ ^ <.>//^ 

T>»e fcCfCI Uj(Ai ^A ', ij^^*:i ,U.^'i'^ 

Not to the n:n,y:% xuv t^^^K^y *'Uf Ai^ljfT; 

(How WO-I'. f*^f ti'S^^'^ /V^^ V^%iVi»V 

A crime to a*; Ler 0f,x. -^'./^y^u p 
Nor whifper to t'.A •*" ^;.^ /^i^ 
The b-acktT: of a,, f^^xiij. -^iw/rt > 
Kor bi«b it o', :;^t j^^.k/* f/i/ 1^ 
Where £t^ o f.ik, axx .ti'xt/^./ ^//*j(Ai 
Kor iet :;.t Z*£^.»;.n trt^at'.';*r;</>^ '^a'a 
Throu^'fi Cam./rx^ v/if/ ' v '„ --^w f4if/ 
Koi to trje cf.a:rtri;.g ft*:;*',; -. /^i^ 
Difcovcr Cxl'u*h foal '.;j;^au. 

• See Mac^^h, 
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Bat, if you fail, my fpedre dread. 
Attending nightly round your bed : 
And yet I dare confide in you : 
So take my fecret, and adieu. 
Nor wonder how I loft my wits : 
Oh ! Cadia, Caelia, Cxlia &— f 

A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG NYMI 
GOING TOBED. 

WRITTEN FOR THE HONOUR OF THE FAIR 

I^ORINNA, pride of Drury-lane, 
^^ For whom no ihepherd fighs in vain; 
Never did Covent-garden boaft 
So bright a batter'd ftrolHng toaft ! 
No drunken rake to pkk her up ; 
No cell at, where on tick to fupj 
Returning at the midnight hour, 
Four ftqries climl»ng to her bower ; 
Then, feated on a thrce-lcgg*d chair. 
Takes off her artificial hair. 
Now picking out a cryftal eye. 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
Her eye-brows fro»^ — oufe's hide 
Stuck on with j^fide. 

Pulls off with ' ^Hjipltys 'cm. 

Then in a play vfairi 'em. 

Now dcxtroufl; "», 

Thukvftxoi 

Uni 
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Untwifls a wire, and from ber gums 

A fct of teetli completely comes. 

Pulls out the rags contrived to -prop 

Her flabby dugs, and down they drop* 

Proceeding on, the lovely Goddeft 

Unlaces next her fleel-ribb'd bodice. 

Which, by the operator's fkill, 

Prefs down the lumps, the hollows fill. 

Up goes her hand^ and off flie flips 

The bolfters that fupply her hips. 

With gentlefl touch fhe next exjdores 

Her fhankres, ifTues, running fores ; 

EfFe^s of many a fad difafler. 

And then to each applies a plaifler : 

Bur mud, before fhe goes to bed. 

Rub olf the daubs of white and zed. 

And fmooth the furrows in her front 
\irith greafy paper fhick upon't. 

She takes a bolus ere fhe fleeps ; 
And then between two blankets creeps- 
With pains of love tormented lies ; 
Or, if ihe chance to clofe her eyes. 
Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams^. 
And feels the la(h, and faintly fcreams; 
Or, by a faitlilefs bully drawn, 
Ac fome hedge-tavern lies in pawn ; 
Or to Jamaica &ems tranfported 
Alone, and by no planter couned ; 
Or« near Fleet -ditch's oozy brinks, 
SutTQUAdcd with a hundred fiink^, 

0^4 *&i\«ce4« 
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Belated, feems on watch to lie» 
And fnap (bme cully paifing by ; 
Or, (Iruck with fear, her fancy runs 
On watchmen, conflables, and duns. 
From whom (he meets with frequent rubs ; . 
But never from religious clubs, 
Whofe favour flxe is fure to find, 
Becaufe (he pays them allin kind. 

Corinna wakes. A. dreadful fight! 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked rat her plaifter ftole,. 
Half ear, and dragg'd it to his hole. 
The cryftal eye, alas I was mifs'd j 
And pufs had on her plumpers p— fs*d. 
A pigeon piqk'd her ifTue-pcas : 
And Shock her trefles filPd with fleas. 

The nymph, though in this mangled plight, 
Muft every morn her limbs unite. 
But how fhall I defcribe her arts 
To recolleft the fcatter'd parts ? 
Or ihew the anguifh, toil, and pain. 
Of gathering up hcrfelf again ? 
The baihful Mufe will never bear. 
In fuch a fcene to interfere. 
Corinna, in the morning dizen'd. 
Who fees, willfpuej who fmells, be poifon'd.. 
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STREPHON AND CHLOE.173U 

/^ F Chloc all the town has rung,. . 

^^ By every (ize of poets fung : 

So heautiful a nymph appears 

But once in twenty thoufand years j 

By Nature form'd^with niced care. 

And faultiefs to a fingle- hur. 

Her graceful mien, her ihape, and face^ , 

Confefs'd her of no mortal race: 

And then fo nice, and fo genteel ; 

Such cleanliness from head to heel : 

No humours ^rofs, or frowzy fteams. 

No Doifome whiffs, or fweaty dreams, 

Before, behind, above, below, 

Could from her taintlefs body flow.; 

Would fo difcreetly things difpofe. 

None ever faw her pluck a rofe. 

Her deared comrades never caught her 

Squat on hen hams, to make maid's water 1 

You 'd fwcar that fo divine a creature 

Felt no neceffities of nature. 

In fummer had Ihe walked the town. 

Her arm pits would not ftain her gown : 

At country-dances not a nofe 

Gould in the dog-days fmell her toes* 

Her milk-white hands, both .palms ^nd backs, . 

Like ivory dry, and fofc as wax. 
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Her hands, the foftcft ever felt. 
Though cold would burn, though dry would melt. 

Detr Vef)u«i hide thk vrondrousr nuii. 
Nor let her loofe to fpoil your trade. 
While (he ingrofTes every fwain, 
You but o*cr hdf the world can reign. 
Think what a cafe all men are now in^ 
What ogling, fighing, toafting> vowing f 
What powdered wigs ! what flames and darts ! 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts !' 
What fvi6td*-kiiots ! what poetic flraiiw ! 
What billet-doux, and cloudfcd canes ! 

But Streplio^ figh'd fo loud and ifax>ng^ 
He blew a fefctlement along; 
And bravely drove his rivals down 
With coach and (Ix, and houfe in town. 
The balhful nymph no more withftands, 
Becaufe her dear papa commands. 
The charming couple now unites : 
Proceed we to the marriage-rites. 

Imfrinus^ at the temple-porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming torch : 
The fmiling Cyprian Goddefs brings 
Her infant-loves wi^ purple wings : 
And pigeons billing, fparrows treading,. 
Pair emblems of a fruitful weddings 
The Mufcs next in order follow. 
Conduced by their fquire, Apollo : 
Then Mercury v^ih filver tongue j 
And Hebe, goddefs ever yoi ng. 

5 Bcltf)]^ 
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Behold, the hriclegroem and his. bride 

Walk hand in hantd, aikl iide by iidei 

She by the tender Graces drcft. 

But he by Mars^' in fcarlet ved. 

The nymph was coverM with htr JlaamnMmft. 

And Phoebus fung: th' epitbaUumuan 

And lafty to make the matter fure. 

Dame Juno'brought a prieft demure* 

Luna was a^bfent,. on pretence 

Her time was not urll nine months hence* 

The rites performed, the parfon paid^. 
Tn ibte returned the grand parade i 
With loud huzza*$ from all the boys» 
That now the pair muft cr9*wH ibsirj^i» 

But ftill the hardeft part remains : 
Strephon had long perplexM his brains^ 
How with fo high a nymph he might 
Demean himfelf the wedding-night: 
For, as he view'd his perfon round. 
Mere mortal fleih wa» all he found : 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, and fceti* 
Were duly wa&'d^ to kecp'tliemfwcet 
(With other parts that ihall be namelefs^ 
The ladies elfe might think me ihamelefs)^ 
The weather and his love were hot ; 
And, ihould he fbruggle, I know what— 
Why, let it go, if I muft tell it — 
He *11 fwcat, and then tlie nymph may fmellitf 
While fhe, a goddcfs dy'd in grain^ 
Was unfufceptiblc of iUin, 
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Andy Venus-like, her fragrant Ikin 
ExhaPd ambrqfia from within. 
Can fuch a deity endure 
A mortal human touch impure ? 
How^id the humbled fwain deteft 
His prickly beard^ and hairy breafl ? 
His nighc-capi border'd round with lace. 
Could give no fdftnefs to his face. 

Yet, if the Goddcfs could be kind, 
What endlefs raptures muft he find I 
And Goddefles have now and then 
Come down to vifit mortal men; 
To vifit and to court them too ! 
A certain Goddefs, God knows who^ 
(As in a book he heard it read)" 
Took Colonel Pcleus to her bed. 
But what if he fhould lofe his life 
By venturing on his heavenly wife ?' 
(For Strephon could remember well. 
That once he heard 'a fchool-boy tell. 
How Scmelc of mortal race 
By thunder died in Jove's embrace.) 
And what if daring Strcphon dies 
By lightning (hot from Chloe's eyes ? 

While thffc refleftions fill'd his hea<V 
The bride was put in form to bed i 
He foUow'd, ftript, and in he crept, 
But awfully his difbncc kept. 

Now poudcr iKclU ye parents dear ; 
Forbid your daughters guzzling beer | • 
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And make them every nfrernoon 
Ffirhear their teii or drink it foon f 
That, ere to bed they venture up^ 
They may discharge it every fup i 
If not, iihey muil in evil plight 
Be often forced to rife at night. 
Keep them to wholefume food tottRti'dg 
Nor let them tal^e what eaufet wind t 
('Tin thit tlic faf^e of Samoi meanii 
Forbidding hin difciples beam.) 
O I think what cvili muA cofltcf 
MifiCMoll the jfide will bum it blue i 
And, when flie once hat got the art| 
She cannot helpirfot* her heart f 
])ut out it'fli(*», ev*n when (he mecti 
Her bvidcgroum in the wcdding-ihceti* 
Carminalivi and diuntic 
Will damp all pafTion fympathetic i 
And Love fuclt nicety retjuirei, 
One blftft will put out all his firei. 
Hince lutninndB f^ct behind the fccne^ 
The wife Oiould fludy to be clean \ 
Nor fjivc rhc fniAllrfl room to guefn 
The tiiile when wants of nature prcfij 
But after mnrriaj^c pra^tilc more 
Decorum iltau flit did before/ 
To keep hti fpoufc deluded flill, 
And rnakr. him fancy what flie will. 
In \iM wo left the married pair i 
' Ti', time 10 /hew how ihinj;* went there. 
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That fortune. ft ill iHiAt tliebold^ 

RcfolvM to nyike tiie iirft Attack $ 

But Chloc ilr9Vfl.him fiercely b»ck. 

How could a nyiTiph fo cbaAc ai Chloe, 

With conftitutloQ cold And fnowy, 

Permit a.hiiKti^ ;man xo.cpuch her ? 

Ev'n Utti\^%ii^y^nfj^ttf^iy the butqttcn 

Refiftanee o»dter}MMldifl||;*'Aiglit 

It what our maideBi daimby right i 

And Chloe, 'iiiby all agreed, 

Wai maid la thought, and worA, and deed. ' 

Yet fome i^iSgn a diiferent rcafon i 

/Iliat Strephon cliuft ao; proper feafqn* 

Say, Fair-tOACf, mufti make 4^|Mufe| 
Or freely teU.the fccret caufe? 

Twelve cupi of tea (with flrkf.l. fpcak) 
Had now conftrain'd the nymph to leak. 
This point mu(l nccdi be fettled dtH i 
The bride mull cither void or burft. 
Then fee the dire etfe£ki of pcafe i 
Think what can give the colic eafc. 
The nymph, ppprcfiM before, behind, 
At (hipN are tofbM by wavci and wind| 
'Stealt out her hAn(U by nature led, 
And bringfi a vcilcl into bed i 
Fair utcnfil, ai (niooth and wiiito 
At Chloc'i ikin» almoA as bright. 

Strephon, who hrard tlic fuming rlli 
At (toiu a iuuliy diir diftil, 

Co 
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' On box of cedar iiti the wife. 
And makes it warm for dear eft tife\ 
And, by the beaftly way of thinking. 
Find great fociety in (linking. 
Now Srrephoh daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homellefl Arainsi 
And Chloe, 'm«re experienced grown, 
With interci): pays him back his own. 
No maidat court is lef» aiham'd, 
HoweVr for felling bargains faro'd, 
Than (he to.name her parts Uhindi 
Or when a-bed to let out wind* 

Fair Decency, celeflial maid ! 
Defcend from Heaven to Beauty's aid t 
Though Beauty may beget defice, 
*Tis thou muft fan the Lover's fire j 
For Beauty, like fupreme dominioni 
Is beil fupportcd by Opinion : 
If Decency, bring no fupplics. 
Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 

To fee fume radiant nymph appear 
In all her glittering birth-day-gcar, 
You think fome Goddefs from tlic (ky 
Dcfccnded, ready cut and dry i 
But, ere you fell yourfelf to laughtQTf 
Confider well what may come after i 
For tine ideas vani(h fad, 
' While all the grofs and filthy la(l. 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 
'^When Chloe Aolc your heart awayi 
'7 



Hj 



Um\ vtMi \m f1if¥«i^li M effimy f|fy*4 
Wiiktt hmm ^it«i^ )rt fdt'tf N fftftf f 

Jyirt(»Mi»n<», f{fMilHtfl|r^, rtMlfflrtH«J, li^HVlHgli 

'l1iM« trtmt t^H\T¥i]ifim f\tu\ UHi Ififtf 
ymt e'»<Ulfl<j ^»hw« d filthy tti<*K«i 

Om Wlf'^t yM«( IrtWi iihft Wttdt ^^n fmilU | 
\Vh\iU] Mill tlitf fumf* i<lM^ giv* yf, 

A»i«ii <i»it« H' (;i»i<'i«'«» §h»ffti* iilviHPi 

AMtliHfilif'J, Iwilli »i)»1 ilrtd rH^f»«, 

!♦ IfUHlly l»«»M«j tiff* iMiii'^y- »♦♦'•<♦« ? 

It li t'ntlt^iy tti^u hWh ^mih: 
't'Ui-y t«k** |»Mflf-il»«iM Mf titt ffrnvrti 

Ami ttl«ftil tlttf^W rtll flf^lr Wf-t»pM»*«» fJMWHI 

'I'Ii<"»k1»# I'V H»«^ j»<i1?HMrtM'<! M»f.fttf^, 

'J l.f'/^ utto, N'/ H'l»^^|♦ «<♦ r.»M tilt'/ i^rtlH J^i 

Tlif y lull hii^i^ ^'tK/iMc tM HmJittHih \%% 
\hlu It, \K ViVv^ 



What vanoas ways our females take 
To pafs for wits before a rake! 
And in the fruitlefs fearch purfue 
All other methods but the true ! 

Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books againft their Saviour ; 
Some call it witty to refle6^ 
On every natural dcfedl ; 
Some ihew tliey never want explainingi 
To comprehend a double-meaning. 
But fure a tell-tale out of fchool 
Is of all wits the greateftiool s 
Whofe rank imagination 611s 
Her heart, and from her lips diftils^ 
You 'd think ihe utter'd.from behind» 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handfome wife ador*d 
By every coxcomb but her lord > 
Prom yonder, puppet-man inquire. 
Who wifely Jiides liis wood and wire % 
Shews Sheba's queen completely dxtft. 
And Solomoa in royal veft : 
But view them litter'd on the floor. 
Or ftning on pegs behind the door.; 
Fonch is exactly of a piece 
With Lorrain's duke, and prince of Greece* 

A prudent builder fhould forecail 
How long the (hiffis like to laft; 
And carefully obferve the ground, 
To build on fome foundation found. 

W 
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What houie, what its mattrnk rniUf^ 
Mud noc laentMf tmaMt t 
'What €di6ce can long ead«fe 
.Rais'd on a bafit ocfeatfe f 
OR.a(h monalsy ere yos take « fri6^ 
•Contrive your pUe to kft fiv life t 
Since beauty icaixe endurea a day« 
And youth ib fwittly gtidea a«ray i 
'Why will you- make yeurielf a buhUc^ 
To build on fand with hay and iivMt f 
On fcnfe and wit yonr.pafDoo fouad. 
By decency cemented ronod ; 
Let prudence with good-naouie tinUp 
To keep efleem and knre afive. 
Then, come old age whene'er it mU# 
"Your fricndfhip (hall continue ibll t 
And thus.a mutual gentle fite 
Shall never but .with life c^pixc* 

APOLLO; 

OR, 

A PROBLEM SOLVfiB. f73t. 

A POLLO, :god of light and wit, 
**^ Could vcrfc inipire, but fcldom writ| 
Refin*d all mcials with his locks. 
As well as chemiAs by their books { 
As handfome as my Lady's page ; 
"Sweet five-and-twcnty was his agt. 
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His wig insiaitiAc of Tuhhy rays, • 

He crowri'd his y^urt\ful head with biy» 5 

Kot all the courfof heafcn could -ftow 

So nice and fo complefe a beau. 

No heir upon iik firft iippcaran^e. 

With twenty fhouifahd ^unds a-i*c*ir fcntt, 

E*er drove, licfbre he fold his land, 

So fine a codch alotfg the Straiid ; 

The fpoRes, We arc by Qvid told, 

Were filrcr, and the axle gold : 

(I own,' 'twas but a toach and four. 

For Jupiter allows no more!) 

Yet, with his bcshity, wealth, aiid partt. 
Enough to win ten thoufand h^lrts. 
No vulgar deity above 
Was fo unfortunate in Idve. 

Three weighty caufes were alTIgn'dj 
That mov'd the tlymphs to* be uhkind. 
Nine Mufes always waiting round hinn, 
He left them virgins «s he foun<d thtaa. 
His iinging was another fault ; 
For he could jreach to .Sin alt : 
And| by tlie ibntiments bf Plidy^ 
Such fingers are like Nicolini. 
At laft, *hc pbint was fully cleared; 
In ft«it> Apbllb bad ■ne> beard« 
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THE P|. ACE Of THE DKJAmiK 

A LL folks, wl»pfctts9iii»#id%Mrjnlfrii(^^ 

Buty if Hell mav by l<^icj| niki» vc 4g§wA 

The /to/ ^1^/ dtmted^l II tr3 f'^nf ft>^ «Ml 

Where-erer tivs damii'<l «Vir dkkir sril^qKif^ 

Mod ccttainly tfacte b H&irt M W f»3inii ; 

Daroo'd foetty daaui'd criiuff4mm% U$t¥m4ff4mMif$ 

knavesy 
T>zmn*d ftMoi^rf UiVd, ^mmTJ f ^Ma m t Jt0'M0f 

/quires ; 
Damo'il>^ and hfirmeru ^^»s^^^i/rum(0f ^^ ^$maf$ 

liars i 
Daran'd laliaiMSf corropttd to wttj/aikM', 
Damn!4 Uau^Jenuing friijii a»i crref im; im$i6it% 
And into tlie bargain I '11 rejittU f^r« vi^i 
Damn'd ignorant /rril(Zl/f acKl ctfitnfdUri frivjf* 
Then let us no longer by parfrtu be Aan^m'd^ 
For .we know by thefe nutrki tbe place cf tLe 4$mu*A f 
And Hell to be fure is at Parts or lUmte* 
How happy £or us that it is not at b^m^t 
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J U D A S. tj)x. 

T> Y the Juft vengeance of incenfed flues, 
"^ Pool Biihop Judas late repenting dies. . 
The Jews engaged him with, a paltry bribc^ 
Amounting hardly to a crown axribe $ 
Which though his confcience forc'd him to reiloc». 
( Andy parfons tell us, no man can do more) ; 
Yet, through defpair^ of God and man accurfl. 
He loft his biihopricky and hang'd or burft* 
Thofe former ages differed much from this ; 
Judas betray'd his mafter with a kifs : 
But fomp have kifs'd the gofpel fifty times^ 
Whofe perjury *s the leaft of all their crimes i 
Some who can perjure through a two-inch boardy 
Yet keep their bifhopricks, and 'fcape the cord: 
Like hemp, whichi by a ikilful fpinfter drawn 
To (lender threads, may ibmetimes pafs for lawn*. 

As ancient Judas bj tramfgr^onftUf 
And burft afmuder ere he went to hcU; 
So could we fee a iet of new Ifcariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chiriotti 
Each modem Judas perilh like ^e firft ; 
Drop from the tree, with all his boweW burft( ^ 
Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty £k^ 
To cry, '< Lo ! Judas gone to his own plice^ 
<< His habitation let all men forfake, 
^ And let his biihoprick another take 1" 

AN 
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AN EPISTLE TO MR, OAY*. ij^i. 

TTOW could you, Gay, difgracc the Mufes* trains 
•* ^ To fcnrc a taftelefs Court twfclve years in vain ! 
Fam wottl<ri think omx female friend f finc^rc. 
Till Bob, the poet's foe, pofTefs'd her ear. 
Did female virtue e'er fo high afcend^ 
To lofe an inch of favour ftr a ftieud } 

Say, had the Court no better place to chufe 
, For thee, than make a dry-nurfe of thy Mufe ? 
How cheaply had thy liberty been fold. 
To fquire a royal girl of two years old*? 
In leading-ftrhigs her infant-deps to guides 
Or with her go-cart amble (ide by fide ! 

But princely Douglas and his glorious dame' 
Advanced thy fortune, and preferv*d thy fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be mifapply'd, 
When o'er your patron's trcafurc you prefide : 
The world fhall own, his choice was wife and Ju(t, 
For fons of Phoebus never break their truft. 

Not love of beauty lefs the heart inflames 
Of guardian eunuchs to the Sultan's dames ; 

* The Dean, having been toUl by an intima^^ friend, 
that the Duke of Qjieenlberry had employed Mr; Gay 
to infpe£t the accounts and management of his Grace*s 
receivers and ftewards (which however proved to be 
t miftake), wrote this EpiAle to h>s rriend* 

t The countcfs of Suffolk. N. 
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ft4S SWIFT'S POJEMS. 

Their pafTions not more impotent and cold. 
Than thofc of poets to the litfl of gold. 
With Psean's pureft iire bis favx)U£itc8 glow. 
The dregs will fcrve to ripen ore below ) 
His meanefl work i for, had he thought it fir^ 
That wealth ihould be the appennage of wir» 
The god of li^bt could ne*cr have been fo blind 
To deal it to the word of human -kind. 

But let me noW| for I can (k> it well, 
Your conduft in this new employ forctcL 

And fird t to make my obfervation right, 
I place ^flftefman full before my fight, 
A bloated mintfler in all his geer^ 
With fhamclcfs vifage and perfidious leer; 
Two rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw. 
And oH rich-like his all-digcfling maw* 
My fancy dragi this monjler 4o my view. 
To Ihew the world his chief rcverfe in you. 
Of loud unmeaning founds a rapid flood 
Hulls from his mouth in plenteous llreams of mud i 
"V/'nh thcfe the court and fenate-houfe he plics» 
Made up of noifci and impudence, and lies. 

Now let me Ihcw how Bol) and you agicc : 
You fcrve a potetit prince^ as well as he. 
'Ihc </«fi?/ coflcis, iiufled to your char^i;c, 
Your honcit circ may fill, perhaps enlai^'^ct 
His vallals cafy, and the owner hlcA ; 
They piy a trifle, and enjoy the left. 
Not fo a nation's revenues are paid ; 
The fcvvani's. faults aic on the mailer laid, 

. Tl 



*t'Uti pfi|it<( WJfli « tf^ti Utfif f*.4^« |iffft|g» 
A»m1i ^mi)u^ iM'f lof^ft i^/ ^lf^» fit* Kif»(^ 
H^i^f li^^Ufkf'ni (}i*yi (c whiit thy ^hlif|« l^)uir«#« 

l«M Mil Awut-tWt^^ M y<iMf i/t'fttU (it^iijr k 

Not w)tli yom kiii<tfHl h^itlhf'ttkH^nmkJi 

Nm» ttiMtk )r<MO(«lf (»^Mt^ tA «)<i|^K WtOll|# 

\W \\k\\ \ i«(4t f'f t<r(ir WMlth tiiiike Mv (flriidft I 
At lf#rti hlHifjfifUf mnfi0fi Mh ^rtpMt 

lU^li ffttMi^t in tU ^i|(h)Hmr)i<XH) tun t<ninl 
Tm wli4t y*»af Nwlul t»t-iqwi(iit^ Mtmnint* 

At*^ ill f**e-Hl^-«> thi tt ihtifnui't triMit«« 

'rli« »tl*n#f^ ^r^llMij/ WMMt« fliuH b» fi«j'j»ly'«| j 
\Vi*l» linO/ /^nl lnlifiM tll^/''<v/w/*/l<»mtt 

VV1«M, v/Ii»l«- /A' tthtli^hifut^t fHtwimm m IiI< frWI^ 
M^V <''*''i H'Mflu'l'- li»« |'i»\v« F will Mhv^r t*n(|. 
A l.>M'l)Mil M'rilifi'f < -.v)ii» Mfiil'l /'^ ()(» tnfMt^^ 

'I i,..' ».'• j.liyl.- .■».. 'U»*-v. |»i^(< Fllw* li/ A***!!!! I 
'I |,». t /,.iM? il (.* . -jrj Mrr*. tlif^ i\h(\h\'<. Htilt I 

An'i i;.v. ;./l/, » , h'-f',it- J,<- ;;»vt-s tl(i> |m1I, 



»5tr SWIFT'S POEMS. 

But xhc/aif empiric Uki a fafer ptrt ; 
Andy while htfnfifis, njuihs the royal heart. 

BurUow can I defcribe the ravenous breed?' 
Then' kt me now by negatives proceed. 

Suppofe your Lord a trufty fervant fend 
On weighty bufined to feme neighbouring friend r 
Frefume not. Gay, unlefs you ffcrve a drone. 
To countermand his orders by your own. 

Should fome imperious neighbour fink* the boats,.. 
And drain ^tfijb-pomisy while your mafier dotet % 
Shall he upon the ducal rights intrench, 
Becaufe he brib*d you with a brace of tench ? 
. Nor from your Lord his bad condition hide. 
To feed his luxury, or footh his pride. 
Nor at an under-rate his timber fell. 
And with an oath alTure him, «// // nueUi 
Otfiwear it rotten ; and luitb bumble airs 
Requefl it ofbim to complete your Jf airs j 
Nor, when a mortgage lies'on half his lands^ 
Come with a purfe of guineas in your hands. 
Have Peter Waters always in your mind % 
That rogue, oi genuine minifierial kind, 
Can half the peerage by his ans bewitch. 
Starve twenty lords to make one fcoundrel richj 
And, when he gravely has undone a fcore. 
Is humbly pray'd to ruin twenty more^ 

A dextrous fleward, when his tricks are found, 
Hu/b-money fends to all the neighbours round i 
His mailer, unfufpicious of his pranks, 
Y%j% all the coil, and gives the villain thankst 

Ai 
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T O M R. G A Y* €§P 

Andy ihofild a friend tttcmpr to fcrt him righr» 
Hit Lordflirp would impute it nUto fpit^i 
Would bvc hit favourite better than iKrfort^ 
And trull hit honedy jud fo much more, 
Thuf familiefy like realmf , with ei|ual fatt^ 
Are {Mnkhfprmiif mhi/fin offtati. 

Some, when an heir fucceedf, go boldly oiif 
And, as they robb'd xhtfatkirf rob the^, 
A knave, who deep imbrotU hii lord'i iKtltt, 
Will foon grow ntaffarj to hit heiff* 
Hit policy confiflt \n fitting traft. 
In finding nvaj/ and miafti, %nd Jl9^ii^ gMpn 
He knowi a thoufand trickf whene'er he pleaie^ 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each di6afe# 
In cither cafd, an equal chance if run i 
For, keep or turn htm out, my hotd '% undonea 
You want a hand to clear a ftltliy fmk i 
No cleanly workman can endure the (link* 
A^ftrong dilemma in a defperate caie I 
To a£lwith infamy, or quit the place, 

A bungler thu^, who fcarce the nail can hir^ 
With driving wrong will make the pannel fpUti 
Nor dares an abler workman undertake 
To drive a fecond, left tlie whole ihould break* 

In every court the parallel will hold \ 
And kingi, like private folki, are bought and foUI# 
The ruling rogue, who dieacU to be caihier'dy 
Contrive*, at lie \% tattd, to hcjiar^di 
C^fifoufids accounts 9 ptrpltxa alla^airt\ 
lotvtHgtana more imbroUs, ihin Jliil npain. 
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So robberi (and thilr ends arc juft tlio iaoie)^, 
To Tcape inquiricif liavi tbt boufi inflame* 

I knew a brascn miniflcr of flatCi 
Vf\iO bore for twice ten yean the public kato. 
In every mouth the qucAion moil in vogue 
Waif U^en will tbiy inrn out tbii odioui rogtii t 
A jun£^ure happen'd in his highcH: pride t 
Wliile bi wont robbing oni old mafitr dy'd. 
Wc tliought there now remain'd no room to doubt | 
Uii 'work it dotiif tbi mn\/itr mn^ out. 
The court invited moic than one or two i 
Will yotti Sir Spencer ? or, WiW joUp otjfou f 
But not a foul hii ufHce dur(l accept \ 
The fubtlc knave liad all the plunder fwept i 
And, fucli waft then the temper of the titnei^ 
He ow'd hii prefervation to his crimes. 
Tlic candidates obfcrv'd hii clirty pawii 
Nor found it dilTicult to gucfii the caufc i 
But, when they fmclt fuch foul curruptioni round htnit 
Away they fled, and left him as they found him. 

Thus, when a greedy flovcn once has thrown 
I {is ///0/. into the mrjtp 'tit all hii own. 
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* ' A \*\HiH^t ^^lfhn *f*yi^ »n 'K*- ^*^i Nf >»i* M?h^ f 

I «r»rt< I htljfM r«r' I h*rti ^'# hh** ittMf* tHtftttihfUh'i^f 

'I Vt**/ fff^fth^stl g^t\ lih,>« fr'l ^'f**! 9>ilp flh^l wff^l ^p'?f| 
Irt Vlffi -•f'yf •rr" '♦-■•» I ^ jT'»^^|fT !*'/V ill ^►ff 

<».'» fJi'* / Nth*htini 'ffTfi^fWl ^^r^f*I| ^^^ fhf* x^^^ tMt- 
hn •^^ir ^f<t^^r9 fh rtt^^^ |f|r^ « «V|f^f( Hh !» Ufh^im, 



«54 SWIPT'^ POEMS. 

Thout^h they gallop'd (o h(k, on the road yoo may ^tA 

'em, 
And have ]tk ut but three out of twenty behind'Vm, 
Lord Bolton's good grace, lord Car, and lord Howard, 
■In fpighr of the devil, would ftill be untoward t 
They came of good kindred, and could not endure 
Their former companions ibould beg-at their door. 

When Chrifl was betray'd to Pilate the praetor^ 
Of a dozen apofltcs but one provM a traitors 
One traitor alone, and faithful ele?en ; 
But we can aflford you irx- traitors in feven. 

What a clutter with clippings, diridings,and cleariagsf 
And the clergy forfooth muft take up with fheir leavingi. 
JS^raiking Avifions was all their inteor^ 
They Ve done' it, we thank them, but not «t diey mcttt| 
And fo may fuel) biihops for ever divUtf 
That no honed heathen would be on their iide* 
How ihould we rejoice, if, like Judas die firftf 
Thofc fplitters of parfons in funder ihould barf!'! 

Now hear an alluiion : — A mitre^ you knon^ 
Is divided above, but united below. 
If this you confider, our emblem is riglit| 
The bifliops divitley but the clergy umtt. 
Should the bottom be fplit, our btihops wmSM tfread 
That the mitre would neverftiek faft on their bead : 
jftnd yet they have learnt the chief art of a fovertign» 
As Machiavcl taught them ; ^m^/, andjtg^nmn* 
•But courage, my lords ; though it cannot be faid 
That one dwttn Ungut ever fat on your head \ 
.1 'JJ hold you a groat (and I wilh I could fee 'r), 
Jfyour Hockingt were off« yo^i co^ IkM Mfnt9:fut. 

ii:4 



ON THE T,FT»H IITflWOT»«. i^| 

But lioM. ciy the Hiffiop* j ar 1 ^'■;ivc un (*ir plifi 
ileforc you c indrmn m, i)Cir wlnt we ( ao f«y« 
What truer affw^J^'Mi^ coulcl evti bt /hcwn^ 
Than fiving your T uh bv flamnin^ our tiwnt 
Ami have we not pidfliii'd all methodi to gain Jtmt 
.With the tiiha of tit*; ti^iie of the tifhe to mamtain ytm$ 
FrovicieU a fund for bii'tldm^ yon ffHitala? 
You ire only to livr four years without tiAiiab« 

Comenti my.goo<t lortU) hut let .ut «han|(t handl | 
Firfl taks you our tithes, and givt.ua your landa* 
to God hleft the Church and three of our initftii 
And Ood bUfa. the Commonai for SMifg ihi kiOru 

ON THE DEATH OF DR* 8Wlf T^ 

Occafioned by rending the {o\\tm\n% Maxim in 
RocHKroucAULT, ** Dflni r«dir«rfii6 di tm 
** mcilleun «mis, noui trmitoni tmfjotirt qutlqM 
'' ctioie, qui nfl noua drplsift pal* 

^ In thf adrerfity of our 1»A.fri«ndi, wt iliMyiiii 
^* fomethlng that doth not difpluii Wk*^ 

A 8 Kochefoucault hl» manltfii drtw 
*^ Prom nature, I bcHet<«theiii trvt t 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him ) tlic fault it in mankind. 

• Written in Noremher 1731* — Thtfi art tWodif« 

rin£l poem^ on tliii 'fuhje£t| ont of them contaiflng 

many fpurioui linti. In whit U hiii jpi&IUi4% <i>A 

gaouiiie parta of both »x% pribrved« ¥(% 

7 nWtfk 
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This maxim more rhan all the reft ^ 

. Is thought too bafe for human breaft t 
" In. all diftrtfTcs of our friends, 
" We firil confult our private ends $ 
** While nature, kindly bent to cafe us, 
* * <• Points out fomc circum (lance to pleafc us.** lo 
If this perhaps your patience move, 
Utt reafon and tfxperience prove. 
• ' We all 1>ehold with envious eyes 
•Our equals tnWd above our fize. 
Who would not at a crowded (liow 15 

Stand hi^ hlttifelf, keep others low } 
I love my friend as well as you : 
: But whf fhcnijicl he obdru^ my view ? 
Then let me have the Higher po(l | 
' • ^\lppble it but «n inch at mod. «• 

• :If in a battle you fliould fmd 
. ^Om, whom .you love of all mankind^ 

Had fome }ieroic a£lion done, « 

A champion kill'd, or trophy won 1 
i '-^Rather thin thus beWer-topt, t$ 

Would yott not wi(k his laurels crept } 
Dear honed Ned is in the gout, 
Lies rack'd with pain, and you without I 
How patiently you hear him groan 1 
How glad, the cafe is not your own I J^ 

What poet would not grieve to fee 
'His' brother write at well as he ? 
But, rather than they (hould cxcclj 
Wouid wtfh hit rivals all in hell i 



ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT. t sr 

Her end when tmulition mincfi j$ 

6l)« turns to envy» ftingi, «nd hif&i i 
Th« Arong«il friend(bip yUldi to pride, 
Unlefs the odde be on our fide. 
Vain human-kind ! fantt^tic race I 
Thy various follies who can trace } 4m 

Self-love, ambition, envy, pride^ 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, power, and ftatba 
'Tis all to nie an ufurpation. 
I have no tick to afpire 1 1^ 

Yet, when you fink, I feem the higW 
In Pope I cannot read a line, 
But with a figh I wi(h it min^ 1 

When he can in one couplet fix '"" - 

More fcnfe than I can do in fix; ^ ^9 

It gives me fuch a jealous fir, 
I cry, ** Pox r:iUe him and Ins wit I" 
J grieve to l)c outrjone by Gay 
In my own humourous biting way. 
Arburhnot is no more my friend, 35 

Who dares lu irony preumd, 
Which 1 wa* burn to iiuroduce, 
Hcfm'd at.firii, and iliew'd its ufe. 
St. John, as well as Pulttncy, knows 
V'hat I had fome repute i'ur profe { 4^ 

j\i)d, till they lirove me out of dute. 
Could maul a miniAcr of iVate. 
It tliey have mortified my pride. 
And made nie throw my pen afidej 
. Vo I. IL % V 
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If with fuch talents Heayen jl^ch blef»'d *emp (5 
Have I not rcafpf^ to deteft 'em ? » 

To all my focf, dear Fortune, fend , 
Thy gifts I but never to my. friend i 
I tamely can endure the firft : 
Bur this with envy makes me burd* 7* 

Thus much may fcrve by way of proeip i 
Proceed wc therefore to our poem^ 

'Tlic time is not remote, \yhen I 
Murt h'y ihc courfc of nature die; 
When, 1 forefec, my fpecial friend* 75 

Will try to find their private ends t 
And, though 'tis hardly under(\ood 
Which way my death can do them goody 
Yet thus, mcthinks, 1 hear them f|)cak : 
** See, how the Dean begins to break 1 . !• 

^' Poor gentleman, he droops apace t 
** You plainly find it in hii face. 
** That old vertigo in his head 
<< Will never leave him, till he 's dead. 
** Bcfidcs, his memory decays : fj 

" He recoUefts not what he fays 1 
** He cannot call his friends to mind 1 
** Forgets the place where lad he din'd ; 
*• IMics you with llorics o'er and o'er > 
«' He toKI ihcin fifty times before. ^$ 

** How does he fancy, wc can fit 
" To hear his out-of-fafhion wit ? 
«* But he takes up with younger folks, 
** Who fur his wine will bear his jokes. 

"Faith! 



ON TUB DKATIf OP DR. »Wl|rT. t^f 

^' Pilili I hi mufi ttkiiki ttli Aorien ftoittr» 95 
*' Or'th*n%9 1i)<i rdtfiriil«4 onco a qumtci* 1 
^' fn hflf tlic time lie tiilk«i tttem rouitdi 
*' Tli«rc mufi ihoflitff fet Im fouml. 

•' For prtl'ffv, he *• jwrt liii prime r 
*' He tiike<i nn lioOr to fiml « tliymii liio 

*< nil fire i* mif. liN Wlr il««yM, 
** Hi*! fiticv lunk, liU Muf«! a jtnlc. 
*' t *(l ttflvi* Itiin tltto\V awny li{» |icn i-« 
*• Hut tluit '1 ii»» trtlHtijt tn fomc mun I" 

Amt (li^ti iltfli tftnilcimTt Appeari {•5 

** He ^ nliln tliiiii li*? WniiM 1m; fTikriwM, 
** Atiil v/cll niii'iMlu?!^ Chaili'i tlif Sciiiiul. 
*♦ Hf Iirinlly tliihi'i it piiii of wiru' 1 

•♦ Hi^ IImiimJi Imo It'iMfm tn tdit J 

" !,«*! yi.ti V" tluiiik>.lu liiin lliuntj nitiJ linlfj 

•' i Willi lif uiiK liiiM diit till f|tiinpr'** 

Tlisy Imj? tlr'ntlnhi-?, nnd ffafoii iIhk; 11^ 

• • it is iutt Mt 111 If.iil wirli vm !** 

Ifi iiuli fi I !»!«.•, tli»'y trtll irt Mope*, 
Afi'l I'V lliflt f/flis fXpnU liieii |iMpi*<». 
Home iMi-flt mi fcttmit tu |M>nchil, 
No »ti('Mfy titt mitcli n fitfiii). ti« 

With nl] iht: Un'liufi thov pln^t■(^ 
The mt'tit <if M liM l-.y pjil(«j 
( NVhen dully howd'ye's come nf cmirfc, 
Ami Itivims ntifwtr, •' Wntfe and wuti'^V*^ 

ft /► \\\>v\\i^ 
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WouM pleaie them better^ thtn to telU ts$ 

That» *< God be praik'd, the Dean it well" 

Then hoi who prophery'd the beft^ 

Approves hit forefight to the red t 

^< You know I always fcar'd the worftt 

-** Ami often told you fo at iirft." i)# 

He 'd rather chufe that I ihould dlly 

Than hit predictions prov« a lye. 

Not one foretells I (hall recover i 

But all agree to give me over. 

Yet, (liould fome neighbour feel a ptn 435 
Ju(\ in the pnrts where I con^plain 1 
How many a meiTage would he fend I 
What hearty prayers that I Ihould mend t 
Inquire what regimen I kept | 
What gave me cafe, and how I ilept } 14* 

And more lament when I Avat deadf 
Than all ilie fnivclcrH round my bed. 

My good companion 8) never fear 1 ' 

For though you mny mi (lake a year* 
Though your progno(Ucs run too fad^ 145 

They mufl be vcrify'd at laft. 

Behold the fatal day airive 1 
*« JIow is the Dean ?"— «* He 's juft alive.'* 
Now the departing prayer is read 1 
lie hardly brcnthcs — The Dean it dead« 150 

Before tlic pa(ling>bcll begun. 
The new'j through half the town it run* 
'** Oh ) may we all for death prepare ! 
** Wlvat ha*, ive left f and who 'i hit heir ? 



** I ktww nM i\HU¥ ihwA wh«i tht i^wtii i« i i|> 
•' *TU nil l)(»(i\)«iMhM H^ pui4ki \«i^«« 

•« Willie lm»t ih# \^\M^i ^!ism fov him ^ 

'^ An4 h»il ihf IVaAi in «\) thv nMivw« 

h tin iitH^iy (M ilu i\(«nti(vv«i ^hU 
•♦ ^Hrgpuiiig hu Mww *i»lh *ml W\hh\ »"• 
Nmw (4fubAi«)^t wiu «vi^ i«\) f wpWyM % t(^ 

WiMy (m u«s Uv hU ii\«^ hU\\^^^ i?^ 

'* Hi»4 Ills \m\\ rMlMi till Aughi »\>|M)«ii<» 
♦» Hk Hiigh^ luvti livM \\wh iw«5»iy vti»ni « 

** 'Miiii hII Itib viul |M)U wt^iti UhuuI." 

'I ill; (liit^^M, I'm ^»'iliiiMUiii MiiUi, HM*! guml, 
i-'nt-^i *' h U^^ i^MMiii 'fid MMif> Ik- tliMuUli 
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« Itc 's (Icsid, you fay ) tlien let him roC| 
•*1 'm ^;la<l the mtJaW* were forgot. 
*' I pt'omin'd him» 1 ownj but wlien? 185 

<* I only was the Princers tl^n 3 
•• But now, as confort of the King, 
«• Ynu know, 'tis ([uite another thing.*' 

Now Chartrcs, at Sir RoUrt'i levce^ 
Tells with a fneer the tidings heavy i 199 

<» Why, it" he clyM without his ihocs,*' 
Crici; Boh, " I 'm forry for the news 1 
*' Oh, were the wretch but living Wi\t 
** And in his place my good friend Will I 
'* Or hnd n mhre on his head« 193 

<• Provided Bolinghrokc wcr? dead !" 

Now Curl! his fhop from rubbilb draini; : 
'I'liH-c i3;cnuinc tomes of Swift's remains! 
And the 11, to m^kc them pafs tlie glibber, 
Kcvii/d by 'ribbaldb, Moore, and Cibber. cot 
lie '11 treat me ab he does my lictters, 
Pitblilli my will, my life, my letters 1 
Revive the libels born to die j 
Which l\)pe mull bear, as well as 1. 

llcic (Iiift the fcene, to reprefent \ ao( 

Mow tluife I love my death lament. \ 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Qajr 
A \vc« k, and Atbuthnot a day. -, 

St. John himfelf will fcarcc forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. at* 

•* Which the Pean in vain expc£^cd, in return fori 

fmu)] pruk'Ai he had fcnt to the Princcfs. ^' • 

The 



Tht n(k w»H gWe t Arug^ »tkI ery^ 
*' J 'm forry — fnit we jII muf^ rfk I" 

\T\i\\fftttnctf eJiid in Wif({om's guife^ 
An Um\t^\t tA miA<f Akpplies .- 
^(►r Um un ifemy ho/wtis rncU i \ 5 

In thofe ^bfy rt6f6f pity fe!r ' 
When «(r© ure J»(K'<f, they klCs rive rr>^ 
ReAj^ning to the will 6^ 6od. 

The ffiofs, my juniwH l>y ii year, 
hTi\ fortnrM ^lA fui'pcn/e inH fear ; 22# 

Who wifely thought my age a rcreeriy 
When ^letfh approaehM, ro ftand be: ween ; 
The fcree^ rem#v''d, their heart? are rrcmWingi 
'J*hf y mourn for me wirhmit riitTt-mhlinj^. 

My female frietw^s, who4" rrmlcr hcans 229 

Have iKjfter IcarnM fo aA thrir parr > 
Ret<'ive tIki news in doleful dumps : 
" The t>f jn is <fet<l ; ^Pray what is trump'. ') 
'' Then, \kn(\ Iiavc mercy on hi-; fotil ! 
** n'a<li<'>»f t 'II venture f»»r tl»c vale.) zj^ 

" Six f)ean«;, rhcy fay, muA l)f.ir rhr pjlJ : 
** (f wifh / kn<;vv what king ro fa! I.) 
" Madam, your huAxahd will a'V nd 
*' 7 he funeral of fo pm\ a fri-nH. 
'' NVi, madam, Vi* a /hocking fji'hr f /^^ 

'' And he '« enj/ag'd ro-m<»rrow n?s;lrt ; 
'* My f,ady Cluh will take if ill, ' 
** n lie ftiould fail lier at ^juadrille. 
•• Me l(Fv'd the Dean — (i lead a heart.) 
^' W'lf <leaicn fiieml^ ihev fay, mu^V ^Mr.. iNn 
' S 4 ^^ V\^'^ 
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** Hit time was come i he ran hit race i 

•< Wc hope he 's in a better place." 
Wiiy da we grieve that friendi Ihould die ^ 

No lofii more eafy to fupply. 

One year Ik pad { a different foenc I %^$ 

No further mention of the Deani 

Wlu) now, aim I no more it mifiMi 

Than if he never did exift. 

Where '« now the favourite of Apollo f 

Ilcpartcd : — * and bis v)9rkt mi(/lf9ih'W^ A5» 

Mull undergo the common fate { 

iti*; kind of wit \n out of dite. 

Some country fquire to Lintot goes. 

Inquires for Swift in verfe and profe. 

Says Lintoti ** I have heard the name | 155 

<• He dy'd a year ago." — " The fame." 

Ifc fcarches all the ihop in vain. 

*' l^ir> you ^nay 6nd them in Duck-ltM f 

*' t lent them, with a load of bookf, 

** Lnf^ Monday, to the paltry -cook'i. i6» 

«* To fancy they coul<l live a ycnr ! 

•* 1 find you 'to h\xt a ft ranger here. 

'< Tlic Dean was famous in his timcy 

«* And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 

** His wny of writi-ng now is paft 1 gkf 

" Tlic town hnK got a better taftc. 

** I keep no anti(|uaKd Auff j 

•« Hur Ipick and fpan I hnvc enough. 

" I'liy, do hut give mc Icttfc lo fhcw *^m 1 

i« Hc|c 't Colley Gibber's birLh-day poem. 17« 

«Tkil 



ON THS PKATH OF »E. aWITT. »|^ 

*^ Tl>«» h«!Fe S » kw«r fiii«ly pewnM 

^ Ag«ifi(^ ri)e Cr»ftAnim »nd bii firUnd i 

#' (c clii«rly (bfiw« rh»r »ll rcfl^fticm ^75 

'^ |!«ft:)^r| Iu:r6 '« fiU |tol)«iT'« vindiciidQiii 

'# Am) Mrr Henlty's lull omiim. 

«< T\^ b4wkcr« b»v8 not gm them ym 

M Your HMnour pUnfs m buy » fbr f %%o 

H Hfir« 'I Womon'ti rmas, rbs rwrlftb edidoni 
** 'Ti* reii4 by every jwlintUn 1 
t( T\\P ct>unrry-memb«r«, wbcn in towiit 
^' To nil rbtir boroughi fend rbem dowai 
n Ypu Diiycr fn«t » tbing fo fmiMti §15 

M The cQunier^ bave ()ttm «U )>y bem t 
M Tbofis Mui4«. Q(: bonom, wbo cim fviid» 
'^ Are UMgbr ro ufe ihem ftn' tb«:ir creed, 
*i That revcri;nd «mbor'i> goqd mrenrion 
M H«rb l)cen rewarded wnU a pcnfiun* 1 i^o 

«f He dotb an bonnur iq bi« goMmi 
" Hy bravely running /kr/<r/f-<r^ down 1 
'' H^K (bewdi aa fure as Uoid % in Qloupcfttri 
** Tbar Mofei wa» a grand impostor 1 
** TUu all bi« ni»)racb:i> were cl^eats, i^^j, 

M l^eiform'd ai JMgg|i:r« do i\mr tii:au < 
^' Ti^e cl>uri^b bad never lucb a wiiceri 
H A IbaiMe be \mU not got a mi(re I" 

Hup^^fe m*^ deaif { anil r))en fn^pofc 
A ^lub all'e)})b|i:d jl( the Rufc| ^^^c^ 

^ Wol(ton i(^ 1^14' ^nfouiuUA w\CUVftt«\^^«v^« ^^ 
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Where, from tltftfoUKe cfr rtiii tilcl tKit, 

1 grow tlufYub}f£t of rhtfir cliat. 

And while th4y toTi my name about, 

With favour iTome, an^ fome without i 

One, quite iniliftcront in the caufe, fcj 

My charaOer knptrtiat drawi i 

«« The Dean, if we bilieve rtportt 
** Wat nqver iU-receivM^t court. 
V Although, ironically (pave, 
<« He (hanVd the fuoli and hWH the knave t u^ 
'< To (leal a hint wai never known, 
** But what he writ wai iU hit own/' 

•* Sir, 1 have heard another Aory ) 
4< He wai a mo(\ €9f\f^iniid Tory^ 
«< And grew, or he ii much l)ety*d, 5<5 

«• Extremely i/n//, before he dyM." 

'< Can wc tlte Drapicr then forget } 
«< h not our nation in hii dobt^ 
*' 'Twai he tl^t writ the Drnpier'i Lctieri I" — 

« He! (houid have left tliem for hit biiUn i fat 
•^ We hi^d a liundred mbUr miHp 
«< Nor need i^mtl upon ldi/#«. — 
^ • Say what you will about hii fiading% 
'« You never can d^iitd hii kraiitig^ 
•< Wiio, it) hiiy^ilir/i running rioti S*S 

^* Could n^ever leave the *world\n quiit^ 
^< Atucking, when he took the ntitkmt 
^* Courts (itjf camp — all one to him. — 
** Dut why would lie, except )\%Jl9klftr% 
^ OHitnd our patrkt mat Sir Robcrti ^ s)0 



mn vm WAJH m mi* vmrr, mi 

»* ip UifK M^ mm «4iM^y iMMf < 
h H^ 0^4 i^m if I iil'fi ft mi ^ 

*' H ywM ri/M/ fi, w|»w '& m W<w«^ 
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*' Should vic0 expe£^ to *kzpe rebuke^ 
** Becaufe its owtter is a iluh t 
*' His friendihips, ftill to few coofiii'd, 
** Were always of the middling kind i 
*' No fools of rank or mongrel breed, 3^5 

*' Who fain would pafs for lords indeed t 
*< Where titles give no right or power^ 
** And peerage is a withered flower » 
** He would have deem*d it a dtfgracey 
. ^ If fuch a wretch had known his face* yi9 

** On rural fquires, that kingdom's bane^ 
*' He vented oft* his wrath in vain : 
««#••«*«* fquires to market brought j 
« Who fell, their fouls and • * ♦ * for nought > 
«Thc**** ♦♦♦«ga joyful back, 3TS 

<< To rob the church* their tenants rack, 
** Go fnacks with* • ♦ ♦ * ^ufUccs, 
** And keep the peace, to pick up fees ; 
" In every jobb to have a fliare 
*< A gaol or turnpike to repair ; 3^ 

*' And turn ♦**♦»♦♦ to puWic roads- 
^ Commodious to their own abodes* 

*< He never thought an honour done him» 
** Becaufe a peer was proud to own him i 
«« Would rather Hip a(ide, and chufe 3S5 

•* To talk with wits in dirty ihoes j 
** And fcorn the tools with, (lars and garters, 
^ So often ften carefling Chartres. 
*< He never couned men in ftation, 
^ IforperjQui kM k iutmir^^M ^ %^% 

<*0f 



ONTMBTOATHePmLfirfrr. 9#f 

^^ Of no mtii'f p9mmb wm i4fMf 

«< Becaufe bt icnight ibf fM9 mM'# iM/ 

^ Though fru(l«<) 1oo|( In %ffiH iiltlfrif§f 

4< Ho g«v« HmkH no hnuf^y iiiri f 

^ Without re|«r(H^f fff f^fff« »f»4((^^ |f | 

<< Spent «U hii cfMi tm hk ffkn4* f 

•^ And only i^ho& th« wMf «n4 ^^f 

•' No flattcRff I no »lt^ Ia MmmIi 

4* But fuccour'U tirru« \n 4Mf«Af# 

^< And f«h!om ftU'd ^f f^/d f««««^^ 49# 

^' A« numhtff* In rturb' U^m mud mfn^ 

*< Yet never (Uwd in me Mme 'hi^ 

** He followed £)i»tM'# UsiU^ )*^ ^ 4^| 

^« In [fr\ntM% n«t«r |4it M* t#oA f 

^< And, W(mtd yim fti«4« h^ ifMly folir» 

" Provoke him wifh a ii^e in ^MW*f# 

*• Th« h'i(h (enue if you n«w*d, 

^< With wh»t imf*«ti«rt44» ti« 4u\tAm'4i 4$$ 

'< F«ir Lf f ifiry wm *U h*o <^fy > 

^* For hfir In* flood |»»«|>«i^d i/» dUi 

*< For \\er \fe boUJly <hi<wl »io»»« j 

*♦ For h«r h« oft' e%pin*4 hio own* 

<< Two king<lomiy ju(i «i ln/Aion k4f ^f | 

''^ Hud fct II ,pric« u^^n Uh \ten4 1 

** But not « traitor eould \w 4(mn4f 

'** To fell lilm for (1% humhcd pound* 

** H«(l lt« liut fpur'd hi» tongu« iind fm^ 
^ He might b«Yc xob Ukf oth«c twu k Ai>^ 



•* But powcr.wistncvcr In rJit» thDiigl«g 

" And weakh he'Tilusd -not a grokr: 

•* Ingratitude he often fiund^l 

** And pity'd tlwfe who lAeant thVwbitiid t 

** But kept the tenor of his mindv ^$ 

** To merit •wtll of hiunvi-kkid't 

** Nor made a facrHieeof 'thofe 

<< Who ftill were true; to pleafc his fdtt, 

** He laboured nianf safruitlcfs hMiVy 

** To reconcile hi* frkfids in p©*tf ; ■ 4^» 

-'* Saw mifohlef by a faiftion biJeWingj 

"** Whife they pnrftied each othcf*8niln. 

••< But, finding.vain wa« all his cart," 

^ He left the; court' in mere dcfpafr. 

" And, oh! liow fhort afe hutrtatl fchemet ! 435 
^* Here ended all- our golden drtatiW. 
^< What.St. Johns's Mil In (Vatenftaih, 
*< What Ormmid^ valottr, Oxford^ cares, 
** To fave tlieir finking -country lent, 
^ ^< Was all dcftroy*d by 'one event. 449 

f< Too foon that precious life was ended^ 
*• On which alone our weal depended. 
*• When up a dangerous faction ftiinft,' 
** With wrath and vengeance in their hearttf ) 
'* By foUmn league and toroenunT h9mhi; ' 445 

■• To ruin, flaughtcr, andconfotitt*^ 
«* To turn religion to a fable, 
" And mako the governmetit a Bfibel-) 
'* Pervert the- laws,^ difgf ace the '^Of^iu, • 
'^Corrupt the-fboitei, tobtlMfirOiWj 4$« 



•* To facrifice QVi J§ngjw?4?» g}io?f » 

<< When fuch a umpeAiliiOQkft^^^^. 
" How co^^ imguarded Virt4^fl)|iiAjr; 

" With honor r gi^icf, def^^ ^^tJifiim 45$, 
'^ Beheld thf^ dire 4ti|&FU^ife.fcev%^ : 
*^ His friend^.^n exijey or the^ Tf>wiirfr.; . » 

^ Himfelf within the fro W9 9( !p<^WVi:t 
** Purfued by ba{e-inv6noi»*d pcnf h; 

** Far to phe land of: f- and fen^i 44^ 

" A fervile race in folly nuri'd,: 

** WIk), truckle moily wl>en p'eat^. w«p&r 

" By innocence and refolutionr 
** He bore continue perfecutiont » 

**■ Wliile numbecs to preferment f ofe^ • 465; 

" Whofe merit was to be his focpt; 
** When «;'» his otvH familiar /riendig\ 
" Intent ^ipoa cheix pi;ivate ends> _ » ■ 

** Like renegad^es now he feelf jf 
" Again/} him Hftiifg^J^p-jheir' heslfm 4f » 

" The De^,did,,,by Aiis peii„4€^iaj»n 
" A||ijinftHpo^%,j(3ej3aFM^iy«'Chc?gt« 
*^ Taught fo(^ fli^ic,inti}Mii>how (Oi^ilOWy . . 
^ And gave th^qi^rms t0 4X^a^th? ifloMTt^x 
<* Envy hatl),-owi^'<^^it ws^i^isdoi^ngy , 4^5 

" To fave that^^pJeftJanfl-ffOH* pm h 
" While riieyiii^'lwjiit thfriteflmg^ ftoftiyM:. 
" And reaped rho4M)pfifi4 ibil^l£^lu«ibl«|fb o. 

** To XaMe tl)eq»< iiroB» th^ir evil^/afetin 
«< In him^was Jicdd' a criowL j)£ ftac«uu 4*»- 

** A wicke4 
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'** A wicked moniler on the bench, 

^ Whofc fury blood could never quench j. 

-*' As vile •and profligate a villain, ' 

^< As modem Scroggs, or old Treffilian ; 

^* Whb long^ all iuiHcc had difcarded, 485 

^* Norfear'd be G^df nor man regarded % 

•^< VoW*d on'the Dean his rage to vent^ 

<• And make him ef his £e^ repent t 

^* But Heaven his innocence -defends^ 

*^ The grateful people ibnd his '^endfi? 49« 

-•* Not ifarains of law, nor judges -frown, 

^< Nor topics brought to pleafothe crown* 

-** Nor witnefs hir'd, nor jury pick*<d, 

^ Prevail to bring him in convift. 

^< In exilo, with a Heady heart, 49^ 

•' He fpent hislife*^ declining partt 
<• Wliere folly, pride, and fa6tion'fway, 
'^* Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay/* 

'< Alas, poor Dean 1 his only fcope 
"" Was tobeheld a««5^»/ira^f. 5*0 

<< This into- general WiKm drew him, 
« Whicli if he Uk*d, much good may ^ do iim, 
*^ His ti^al was not to laih our crimes^ 
^* But di/cMtent againfl the times t 
^ For, had we made him timefy olfert 505 

<* To raife his pqft, ovfill his r^#r/, 
^< Perhaps-he might have truckled down« 
*^ Like other brethren of his g9wn ; 
*< Vox party \it would fcarce have bled: — 
, ^ I fay no mose «— becaufe he 's i^Imk^ «-• 5^0 

wWhat 
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•«« What nvritings has he left behind ?•* 

" I hear they 're of a difTerent kind : 
-** A few in verfe j but moft in profe — " 

*< Some bigb-flowH pamphlets^ I fuppofe : — 
** All fcribbled in the 'wnrfi of timei^ 5 1 5 

*<* To palliate his friend Oxford'^ crimes ; 
" To praife queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 
-** As never favouring the Pretender : 
"** Or Uhels yet conccalM from fight, 
** Agabft the court to ihcw Mnjpite i 5*0 

*' Perhaps his trafvels^ part the third \ 
<* A lye at tstxy fecond ivord'^ 
" Offcnfive to a loyal ear : — 
" But — not onefermoftf you mzy fwear,^ 

** He knew an hundred pleafing flories, 525 

« With all the turns of Whigs and Tories x 
« Was chcarful to his dying-day j 
" And friends would let him have his way, 

" As for his works in verfe or profe, 
" I own myfelf no judge of thofe. 530 

«< Nor can I tell what criticks thought them ; 
** But this I know, all people bought them, 
** As with a moral view defign'd, 
" To pleaje and to r^orm mankind : 
** And, if he often mifs'd his aim, 535 « 

" The ijuorld muft own it to i\\t\v /bamet 
" The praife is his^ and theirs the blame. 
" He gave the little wealth he had 
*< To build a houfe for fools and mad ; 

Vol. U. T To 
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*< 7*0 fhew, by one fatirici touchy 540 

** No nation wanted it fo much. 

" That kingdom he hath left his debtor^ 

" I wifli it foon may have a better. 

** And, fmce you dread no farther lajiesf 

" Methinks you m^y forgive bis ajbes.** . 545 

AN EPISTLE TO TWO FRIEND5*. 

TO DR. HELSHAM. 
Sir, Not. 23, at night, i-fji. 

TXTH E N I left you, I found myfelf of the grape's 

^' juice fick; 

I 'm fo full of pity, I never abufe (ick ; 
And thc4patienteft patient that ever you knew fick j 
Both when I am purge-fick, and when I am fp^w-iick. 
I pitied my cat, whom I knew by her mew fick j 
She mended at firft, but now fhe *s a-new fick. 
Captain Butler made fome in the church black and bloc 

fick } 
Dean Crofs, had he preach'd, would have made us all 

pew-fick. 
Are not you, in a crowd when you fvveat and ftew, ikk? 
Lady Santry got out of the church when Ihe grew iicki 

* This medley (for it cannot be called a poem) is 
given as a fpecimen of thofe bagattUes for which the 
Dean hath perhaps been too fevercly cenfurcd. Some 
wlich were flill more exceptionable are fupprdTed. N. 

Andf 
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And, as fad as (be couH, to th« <!caitrY Arw fxk. 
Mifs Moricc was (I caa )'<wi alTurc 'tis tru«) f clc : 
For, who would coc be ia that numcnnrs crew (kk ? 
ISuch mufick would make a itcaskk or Jew fi^k^ 
Yet, ladies are feldom at «n^< or iW (kk ; 
Kor is old Nanny Soalrs, «-hef>eV (be <2oe« hr^w, (kk* 
My foocman came home from the church cf a bru'iCt frck. 
And kx4c'd like a rake, who wai made In tbe (lew« r:<.kf 
But you learned dc€bor% can make wlxm you cLufe (:ck < 
And poor I mylelf was, vf\hto I withdrew, (Ick j 
For the fraell of them made me like garlick and rue fjck. 
And I got through the crowd, though ooc let L>y a clue, 

fick. 
You hop'd to find many (for that was your cue) fick ; 
But there was not a dozen (to give them tficirdue^ fick. 
And thofe, to be furc, (luck togctiier like gUw, Tick. 
So are ladies in crowdi, wh-trn tjicy ft^uecze and tiicy 

fcrew. Tick, 
You may find they are all, by tlicir ytllow pale hue, f-cki 
So am I, when tobacce, like Robin, I chew, fick. 

TO DR. SHERIDAN. 

IF Iwrite any more, it wi.I make my poorMufc Tick, 
This night I came home with a very cold dew fick. 
And I wifli I may foon be not of an ague fick| 
-But I hope I fhall ne'er be, like you, of a fhrew fick. 
Who often has made me, by looking alkew, fick. 

T a DR, 
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DR. HELSHAM'S ANSWER. 

THE Doftor's firft rhyme would make any Jcwfick: 
I know it has made a fine lady in blue (ick. 
For which fhe is gone in a coach to Killbrew fick, 
Like a hen I once had, from a fox when fhe flew fick: 
Laft Monday a lady at St. Patrick's did fpew fick, 
And made all the reft of the folks in the pew fick; 
The furgeon wh6 bled her his lancet out drew fick, 
And ftopt the diftemper, as being but new fick. 
The yacht, the laft ftorm, had all her whole crew fick; 
Had we two b^cn there, it would have made mc and 

you fick : 
A lady that long'd, is by eating of glew fick j 
Did you ever know one in a very good QJick ? 
I *m told that my wife is by winding a clue fick ; 
The uo6lors have made her by rhyme and by rue iick. 
There *s a gamefter in town, for a throw that be 
threw fick. 
And yet the old trade of his dice he *1I purfue fick ; 
I 've known an old mifer for paying his due fick j 
At prcfent I 'm grown by a pinch of my (hoe fick, 
And what would you have me with verfes to do fitk ? 
Send rhymes, and I Ml fend you fomc others in lieu fick. 
Of rhymes I 've a plenty. 
And therefore fend twenty. 
Anfwercd the fame day when fent, Nov. 23, 
I defire you will carry both thcfc to the Doftor, toge- 
ther with his own 3 and let him know wc arc not pcrfoo* 
to be infulted. 
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*' Can you match witii me, 

" Who fend thirty-three ? 

«« You muH; get fourteen more, 

** To make up thirty-four : 

** But, if me you can conquer, 

'* I '11 own you a ftrong cur*," 
Thii morning I 'm growing by i'melling of yew ficki 
My brother 's come over with gold from Peru fick 1 
Lad night I came home in a dorm that then blew Tick i 
This moment my dog at a cat I halloo fick 1 
I hear, from good hands, that my poor coufm Hugh 's ficki 
By quafHng a bottle, and pulling a fcrew fick 1 
And now th^re '1 no more I can write (you '11 excufe) 

Tick I 
You fee that I fcorn to mention word mufick. 

I '11 do my bed, 

To fend the reft 1 

Without a jeft, 

I 'U (land the tcft. 
Thcfc lines that I fend you, I hope you 11 perufe fick 1 
I '11 make you with writing a little more news fick 1 
Lafl: night I came home with drinking of booze fick 1 
My carpenter fwears tliat lie '11 hack and he '11 hew fick : 
An officcrts lady, I 'm told, is tattoo-fick j 
J 'm afraid that the line thirty-four you will view fick. 
Lord ! I could write a dozen more 1 
You fee, I 've mounted thirty-four. 

• The lines " thus marked" were written by Dr. 
Swift, at the bottom of Dr. Hcliham's twenty lines 1 
and the following fourteen were aftciwaT(\% i^^«\c<\ ow v\\ti 
hmc papcn N» 

T3 ^'"^^ 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON THE BUSTS* IN RICHMOND HERMITAGE. 1732^ 

" Sic iibi laetantur Do6li.'* 
TXT I T H honour thus by Carolina plac'd, 
^ How are thefe venerable buftocs grac'd I 

Q^ecn, with more than regal title crown'd^ 
For love of arts, and piety renownM ! 

How do the friends of virtue joy to fee 
Her darling fons exalted thus by thee ! 
Nought to their fame can now be added more^ 
Rever'd by her whom all manjkind adore. 

ANOTHER, 

LEWIS the living learned fed. 
And rais'd the fcientific head : 
Our frugal Queen, to fave her meat, 
Exalts the heads that cannot eat. 

A Conclusion drawn from the above EpioraK>» 
and fcnt to the D RAPIER. 
SINCE Anna, whofc bounty thy merits had fed. 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head $ 
And fince our good Q^ccn to the wife is fo juft, 
To raife heads for fuch as are humbled in dull, 

1 wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted ; 
Pr'ythce, go and be dead, and be doubly exalted. 

Dr. Swift's Answer, 
HER majedy never ihaU be my exalter; 
And yet he would raifc me, I know, by a halter t 

♦ Newton* Lockci CUikt^ w^i'^wAaSttsa* 
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TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT. 

WITH A PMSEHT OF A PAPBR-BOOK FINBLY BQUMD 
ON HIS BlRTH-DAYy NOVBMB^ 30, 1732. 

BY JOHN EARL OF ORRERY. 

npO thcc^ dear Swift, thefe fpotlefj leaves I feAd 1 
"*• Small is the prefent, but fmcere the friend. 
Think not fo poor a book below thy care ; 
Who knows the pFice that thou canft make it bear ? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face. 
The fpecious front fliincs out with borrowM grace; 
Though pallc-boards, glittering like a tinfePd oo9tp 
A rafa tabula within denote : 
Yet, if a venal and corrupted age, 
And modern vices, fhould provoke thy rage ; 
If, warn'd once more by their in) pending fatc^ 
A finking country and an injured ftate 
Thy great afli (lance fhould again deman(|. 
And call forth reafpn to defend the land; 
Then fliall we view thefe (heets with glad furprize 
Infpir'd with thought, and fpeaking to our eyes : 
Each vacant fpace fhall then, enrich'd, difpenfe 
True force of eloquence, and nervous fenfe; 
Inform the judgement, animate the heart, 
And facred rules of policy impart. 
The fpangled covering, bright with fplendid pre. 
Shall cheat the fight with empty ihow no more : 

T4 
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But lead us inward to thofe golden mines,. 
Where all thy foul in native luftre ihines. 
So when the eye furveys fome lovely fairt. 
With bloom of ])cauty gracM, with fhape and air ; 
How is the rapture heightened, when we find 
Her form excell'd by her celeflial mind 1 



VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER 8TANMSH 

ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S DESK». 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

BY DR. DELANY. 

TTITHER from Mexico I came,. 
•^ •*" To fcrve a proud Icrnian dame t 
Was long fubmitted to her will j 
At length ihe loft me at quadrilli. 
Through various fhapcs I often pafs'd,. 
Still hoping to have reft at laft; 
And ftill ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot dean ; 
And fomctimes got within his door. 
But foon turn'd out to fefVe the poor* i 
Not ftroling Idlencfs to aid. 
But honeft Induftry decay'd. 

^ Alluding to 500/. a year lent by the DeaR| without 
intcrefti to poor tradefmen. F. 

At 



A% Ufigrb »n aitift purcl»ji«M mfi, 
And wrought jnc tu cbu <I»«j)e you f*:fi, 

This 4oii«, to Wcrm«J«, i fipply'4 1 
« O H*:rm£6 1 griri^V my pri4fij 
^' }k it my fate to fervfi » fage, 
'' Tb< gri:at«(l genius of \m age f 
*' That marchUfjj pen Ut inc iupply, 
tf Wlw)fe living hn*:i» will never die !" 

J grant your fuitj the God rcply'4, 
And Imc hit left me to refvcii. 



V K R S K S 

THE FOREGOJWa PREBRHTfc 

A PAPER-BOOK U fent hy Boyl*, 
♦•• Too neatly gilt foi me to UiiU 
PeUny fends a (lUcf dandittif 
Wlven I no more a pen c»n hrandi/bt 
Let hoth around my unnh be pl»c'di j 

As trophies of a Mufe deceis'd : 
And Ut the friendly lines ilj^y writ 
Jn praifc of long-departed wit 
We gravM on eirhcr lidc in columns, 
More to my praife than all my volum«» 
To hurft with envy, fpite, md rage, 
Tlie Vandals of tlte prefer nge, 

THE 
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THE BEASTS CONFESSION 
TO THE PRIEST, 

ON OBSERVING HOW MOST MEN MISTAKE 
THRIE. OWN TALENTS, iy$2. 

WHEN beads could fpcik (the Uarnecl fajTi 
They flill can do fo every day), 
It fecms, they had religion then, 
As much an now we find in men. 
It happened, when a plague broke our 
(Which therefore made tlicm more devout), 
The king of brutes (to make it plain, 
Of quadrupeds I only mean) 
By proclamation gave command, 
That every fubje6t in the land 
Sliould to the pried confcfs their fms i 
And thus the pious wolf begins. 
Good father, I mud own with (hame. 
That often I have been to blame : 
I mud confcfs, on Friday lad, 
Wretch that I was ! 1 broke my fad t 
But I defy the bafcd tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong i 
Or ever went to feek my food 
By rapine, tliefr, or third of blood. 

The afi, approacliing next, confefb'd, - 
That in liis heart he lov'd a jed t 

Awtg 
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He faw, and he was gricv*d to fee *t^ 

His zeal was fometimes indifcreet : 

He found his virtues too fevere 

For our corrupted times to bear : 

Yet fuch a lewd licentious age 

Might well excufc a Stoic's rage. 
The goat advanced with decent pace ^ 

And firli: excus'd his youthful face ; 

Forgivenefs bcgg.'d, that he appear'd 

('Twas nature's fault) without a beard.. 

'Tis true, he was not much inclined 

To fondnefs for the female kind; 

Noty as his enemies objef^. 

From chance, or natural defe£k | 

Not by his frigid conftitution ; 

But through a pious refolution. i 

For he had made a holy vow 

Of chaflity, as Monks do now ; 

Which he refolv'd to keep for ever hence-. 

And flri£lly too, as doth his ^' Reverence- 
Apply the tale, and you fhall find. 

How juft it fuits with human-kind. 

Some faults we own : but, can you guefs } 

—Why, virtues carried to excefs. 

Wherewith our vanity endows us. 

Though ntither foe nor friend allows us. 
The lawyer fwears (you may rely on 't)» 

He never fqueez'd a needy client } 

• The pried his confeflbr. 

An 



TflE nEAfTS ca%wtmK9i. ^ 

And dm me ■nifrirt Ibct tantflbne ^34k$ 
For wiika la» 'ygrawrj saSL lumt im^^ 
Hb c oefci rao t jfaw^ wag ^ «g^ 
He feeH^ j^z»s dir iwMr jMbt^ 
By wisdi&e«i9dF^ fcgafcjf lilfowy 
A ImodieJ fers &£^ £j^s^>KnK^ 

Would iwcak ;&c ^KieuK: ?fif ;^ Jrl^ 
No plca&r ac *^ ^or x«i4K »c8r<$^ 
His daB^iaaae xa£ -yaeacJc 'Cir^^s^ < 
Ne'er kepc a c»^^ iie w^ ma^ V$«l^ 
Above a ticn^ ttf^m^ Jt fikf^^ 

The tm^% kasav^ li^i^tdb # ^faiStf 
WidlOBC:f3JCOfi<$, ^wfetJeCatyfttfsi^:: 
Why &oausiel0iD^!iiaus$f^iMi«^> 
He fail'd, ^sfiSRiife ie 'Si^^mi ar-^ §41^*? j 
He had hot isars'^ so t:srr A?i 4.-,^ 
Nor £rr a psrrr g^re i:i rcc? 5 
Hit cxiiBe be ^{ssdcly vsdler5/Xir! ; 
Too zea!oas fer die Kckmr't i^tjqk!; 
He foood die vKzHzsn rt^n^z it. 
Yet cooU -sot for bi't bearr repent ir« 

The chaplaia towi, he cancot fa-inx^ 
Tboogh it wotdd rai(e him to the lawn ; 
He pafi'd his hoars amoag his books ; 
You find it in his meagre looks : 
He mighty if he were worldly wife. 
Preferment get, and fpare his eyes r 
But own'd, he had a ftubborn fpirir. 
That made him truft alone to merit : 

Would 
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Would rife by merit to promotion i 
Alas 1 a mere chimeric notion. 

The 6o6koTf if you will believe him, 
Confefs'd a (in ; (and God forgive him I) 
CalVd up at midnight, ran to fave 
A blind old beggar from the grave : 
But fee how Satan fpreads his (hares j 
He quite forgot to fay his prayers. 
He cannot help it for his heart 
Sometimes to a6t the parfon's part : 
v'Qijotes from the Bible many a fcntence. 
That moves his patients to repentance : 
And, when his medicines do no good, 
^Supports their minds with heavenly food* 
At which, however well intended, 
He hears the clergy are offended j 
And grown fo bold behind his back) 
To call him hypocrite and quack. 
In his own church he keeps a feat ; 
Says grace before and after meat $ 
And calls, without afFe£ting airs. 
His houfehold twice a day to prayers. 
He fhuns apothecaries ihops ; 
And hates to cram the fick with ilc^a : 
He fcorns to make his art a trade ; 
Nor bribes my lady's favourite maid. 
Old nurfe-keepcrs would never hire. 
To recommend him to the fquire 5 
Which others, whom he will not name, 
Have often pra6iii'd to their ikame. 



THE BEASTS CONFESSION. iSy 

The flatefman tells you, with zfneert 
His fault is to be too ^ucer$i 
And, having no fmifter ends, 
Is apt to difoblige his friends. 
The nation's good, his mailer's gloiy» 
Without regard to Whig ot Tory, 
Were all the fchemes he had in ricw ) 
Yet he was fcconded by few : 
Though feme had fpread a thoufand lyes, 
'Twas be defeated the Excife. 
'Twas known, though he had borne afperiion, 
Thztjfamiiftg troops were his avcrfion : 
His praftice was, in every ftation,' 
To ferve the king, and pleaie the nation* 
Though hard to find in every cafe 
The fitted man to fill a place : 
His promifcs he ne'er forgot. 
But took memorials on the fpot ; 
His enemies, for want of charity. 
Said, he affefted popularity : 
Tis true, the people underftood. 
That all he did was for their good 5 
Their kind afre£kion8 he has try'd j 
No love is lod on either fide. 
He came to court with fortune clear. 
Which now he runs out every year : 
Mud, at the rate that he goes on, 
Inevitably be undone : 
Oh 1 if his majefty would plcafc 
To give him but a writ of eafc, 

7 W 
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Would grant him licence to retire. 
As it hath long been his defire. 
By fair accounts it would be found. 
He's poorer by ten thoufand pound. 
He owns, and hopes it is no Cm, 
He ne'er was partial to his kin $ 
He thought it bafe for men in flations 
To crowd the court with their relations ^ 
His country was his deareft mother^ 
And every virtuous man his brother ; 
Tiirough modefty or aukward Ihame 
(For which he owns himfelf to blame). 
He found the wifeft man he could. 
Without refpeft to friends or blood; 
Nor ever afts-on private views. 
When he hath liberty to chufe. 

The Iharpcr fwore, he hated play. 
Except to pafs an hour away : 
And well he might ; for, to his coft. 
By want of ikill, he always loil ; 
He heard there was a club of cheats. 
Who had contriv'd a thoufand feats 5 
Could change the flock, or cog a dye. 
And thus deceive the iharpeft eye : 
Nor wonder how his fonune funk. 
His brothers fleece him when he 's dmnk. 

I own the moral not exadl ; 
Beiides, the tale is falfe in fa6b ; 
And fo abfurd, that, could I raife up 
From fields Elyfian, fabling .£fop^ 

1 would 
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I would accufe him to his hot 
Pbr libeling the four-foot race. 
Creatures of every kind but ours 
Well comprehend their natural powecs ; 
While wc, whom reafon ought to fwa^y 
MiiUke our talents every day. 
TKe'aii was never known Co dupid' 
To a6t the part of Tray or Cupid ; 
Nor leaps upon his maflcr's lap, 
There to l)c OroakM, and fed with pap, 
As JEiop would the world pcrfuade ; 
He better und'eriVand^ his trade ; 
Nor comes, whene'er his lady whifU'cf j. 
But carries loads, and feeds on thidles.. 
Our author's meaning, I prcfumc, 1% 
A creature Lipes et implumis-t 
Whsrtin the mcralift defign'd 
A compliment on human-kind • 
For here he owns,, that now and thca 
Bcafts may degenerate into men. 



ADVICE TO A PARSON. t75z. 

TXyTOUl^D you rife in the ch^irch T be ftupid and dull{ 

'^ Be empty of learning, of infolcnce full ; 
Though lewd and immoral, be formal and grave. 
In flartcry an artift^ in fawnini^ zjlave; 
No merit, no fciencc, no virtue, is wanting 
In him that \ accomplilliM in cringiftg and canting. 
Vol. 1L U B< 
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Be ftudious to pra6Ufe true meanmfs tffpirit ; 
For who but lord Bolton * was mitred for merit f 
Would you wiih to be wrapt in a rochit T in ihor^ 
Be poxM and profane as F — n or Horte f. 

THE PARSON'S CASE. 

npHAT you, friend Marcus, like a StoidCf. 
-■■ Can, wiih to die in drains heroics- 
No real fortitude implies : 
Yet, all muft own, thy wiih is "mic. 
Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife. 
Thy bufy, drudging fcene of life. 
Thy infolent, illiterate vicar. 
Thy want of all-confoling liquor. 
Thy thread-bare gown, thy cafTock rent. 
Thy credit funk, thy money fpent. 
Thy week made up of falling-days. 
Thy grate unconfcious of a blaze,' 
And, to complete thy other curfes. 
The quarterly demands of nurfes. 
Are ills you wifely wiih to' leave, 
And fly for refuge to the grave : 
And, O, what virtue you exprefs, 
In wiihing fuch affliflions lefs I 

But, now, ihould Fortune ihift the fcene, 
And make thy Curateihip a Dean \ 

* Then archbiihop of Caihel. 
t At that time bi^op of Kiknore. 



THE PAR SOW'S CASE. ^i 

Or fome rich benefice provide. 
To pamper luxury and pride ; 
With hbour fmall, and income great I 
With chariot Icfs for ufe thjm Aatc; 
With fwelling fcarf and glofly gown. 
And liccnfe to refide in town j 
To ihine, where all the gay refort. 
At concerts, coffee- houfe, or courts 
And weekly perfccute his Grace, 
With viiits, or to beg a place j 
With underlings thy flock to teach. 
With no defire to pray or preach ; 
With haughty fpoufe in vefture fine. 
With plenteous meals and generous wine; 
Would ft thou not wiih, in fo much eafe. 
Thy years as numerous as thy days ? 

THE HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES, 

1733- 

TJOOR ladies ! though their bufmefs be to play, 
"■^ 'Tis hard tlviy muft be bufy night and day : 
Why fliould they want the privilege of men, 
Nor take fome fn>all diverfions now and then ? 
Had women been the makers of our laws 
(And why they were not, can fee no caufe) ; 
The men ihould (lave at cards from morn to night ; 
And female pleafures be to read and write. 

U 2 A LOVE 
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A I.OVE SONGy 

IN THE MODERN T A S T E. 1733 

I. 

Tj^LUTTERLNG fprcad thy purple pinions^ 
•*• Gentle Cupid, o'er my hcatc 5 
i a flave in thy ciominion» ; 

Nature muft give way to ara 
II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever bloomingy 

Nightly nodding o'er your flocksy. 
See iny weary days confuming 

All beneath yon flowery roclu. 
III. 
Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping 

Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth : 
Him the boar, ia filence creeping, 

Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 
IV. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious numbefrs ^ 

Fair Difcretibn, firing the lyre \ 
Sooth my ever-waking (lumbers : 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 
V. 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 

Arm'd in adamantine chains^ 
Lead mc to the cryflal mirrors,, 

Watering foft Elyfian plains, 

VI. Mournft 
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VI. 

Mournful cyprcfs, Tcrdaoc mUow, 

Gilding my Aurclia's broir^ 
Morpheus, hgtrering ttTcr my-ffUkmr^ 

Hear me pay any dybtj^ ramu 
VIL 
Melancholy fmooch Mraideo 

Swiftly purliog in a romidy 
On thy -margin lovers wainkr. 

With thy flowery chaplets ctovta^ 
VIH. 
Thus when PhiloiBek droofMog 

Softly feeks her fileoc mate* 
:6ee the bird of Juno (looping^ 

Melody ref^s to fate;. 

OA^hcWoi^s BROTHER PROTESTANTS, 
and FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 

Bo familiarly ufed by the Advocates for the Repeal ci 
the Test-act in Ireland. 173^ 

A N inundation^ fays the fable, 
^^ O'crflowM a farmer's barn and Hable^ 
"Whole ricks of hay and flacks of corn 
'Were down. the fudden current borncj 
"While things of heterogeneous kind 
"Togeilu/r float with tide and wind. 
The generous wheat forgot its prid<:, 
And I'ail'd with litter fide by fidcj 

U 3 ^.tCvAT^ 
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Uniting all, to ihcw their amity, 

As in a general calamity. 

A ball of newKlropt horfe't dung, 

Mingling with apples in the throng, ^ 

Said to the pippin plump and prim, 

** See, brother, how wo apples fwim." 

Thus Lamb, renown 'd for cutting comt^ 
An ofFer'd fee from Radcliff fcoms : 
" Not for the world— we doftors, brother^ 
" Muft take no fees of one another." 
Thus to a Dean fome Curate flovcn 
Subfcribcs, " Dear Sir, your brother loving.*' 
Thus all the footmen, (hoe* boys, poners, 
About St. James's, cry, •* We courtiers." 
Thus H— e in the houfe will prate, 
«* Sir, wc the miniftcrs of ftatc." 
Thus at the bar the blockhead Bettefworth, 
Though half a crown overpays his fweat'b worthy 
Who knows in law nor text nor margcnt, 
Culls Singleton his brother ferjcant. 
And thuj fanatic faints, though neither in 
Do£lrinc nor dKripline our brethren. 
Arc Brother Proic Hants and Chriilians, 
As much as Hebrews and Philiftincb ; 
But in no other fenfe, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow -creature. 
Lice from your body fuck their food ; 
But is a loulc your flcfli and blood ? 
Though born of human filth and fwcat, it 
May as well be faid man did beget it. 

S Bu 
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But maggots in your nofe and chin 
As well may claim you for their kin. 

Yet criticks may obje£l, why not h 
Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 
Which made our fwarm of (t£t% determiiie 
Employments for their brother vermin. 
But be they Engliib, Iiifb, Scoctiih^ 
What Proteilaot can be £0 fottiih, 
While o'er the church thefe clouds are gatherings 
To call a fwarm of lice his brethren ? 

As Mofesy by divine advice, 
In Egypt turn'd the duft to lice y 
And as our fe£^s, by all defcriptiootf 
Have hearts more hardeu'd than Egyptians; 
As from the trodden duA they fpring, 
And, tum'd to lice, infed the king : 
For pity's fake, it would be juO, 
A roii ihould turn them back to tiuft. 

Let folks in high or holy (lations 
Be proud of owning fuch relations; 
Let courtiers hug them in their bofom. 
As if they were afraid to lofc them : 
Wiiile I, with humble Job, had father 
Say to corruption—" Thou *rt my father." 
For he that has fo little wit 
To nouriih vermiii, may be bit* 
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THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW} 
THE KEVAN BAYL'S NEW BALLAD, 

UPON SERJEAttiT KITfi*S INSVLTIN^ THE DKAlt* 

To tlic Tune of, Derry down. 

JOr.LY boysx)f St. Kevio'ii, St. Pitrick's, Donor, 
Ami Sin'rhticKI, I'll tell you, if not told before. 
How Hcttcfwortl], that boobvt inu fcnundrcl in gr&tni# 
ildili infuUcd us all by infulting the Dean. 

KnacJIt him JoiajH^ donun^ UotMnt knock him domtu* 

The Dcrtii and his mciits wc every one know, 
But this ikip of a'Lawy.r, uliercthe Dc'cl did he grow? 
Tfow irifanr his merit at Four Court* or lloufe. 
Than the barking; of Tuwzcr, or Icnp oF a loufe ? 

Knock him dowtit 5fC 

Tluit he caiTv: from the Temple, his morala do (hoWi 
})\ir wiirrc his deep law is, few mottnls yet know : 
'Hi-, ihcnuic, bombaO, filly jcfls, arc by far 
AIiiic like^u lam,pcx;nin^, than pleading at bar. 

Knock him dowHf ice 

This pedlar, at fpcakinp and mAkinp of law&« 
11a h m( t vvitli returns of all for:*, but applaufe j 
•I-I.iv, wi h nolle ;intl odd ^rcOuirt., hccn piaiinj; Tome yearly 
l^hac huncAcr.foll'.b nuvcr duift for their cais. 

JC/iuk bm J^fWMt (^» 



THE YAHOO'S OVERTHHOW. tfj 

*Of all fi7.c% and forts, tiic fanatical cntw 
Arc hii Brother rrotcHants, good men and tm^t 
%ed hat, and Uuc bonnet, and turbaac '% th« famt. 
What tlie Dc'cl it 't xo him whence die Dtnl ihcf came? 

J[/ip€i him dowBt ltf» 

^obt)e«, Tiiidal, and WoolAofiy and CoHintf ntA 
Naylcr, 
And Mugglcton, Toland, and Bradley the Taylof^ 
Arc Chriilians alike ) and it may be avetf^Jf 
He 's a Chriflian as ^ood as the red of the herd* 

Kti^tk bim d0Wftf 6iC 

He only the rights of the clergy debates. 
Their rights ! their innportancc t We *U fct cm new 

rates 
On their tithes at half-nothinf^, their prieAhood at lefss 
What 's next to be votai with cafe you may guefs. 

Knock him donv/if kc^ 

At Icnj^rh his Old Martcr (I need not him name) 
To tills damnable SpesTker bad long ow'd a ihamei 
Wlicn bis fpccch came abroul, he paid him off clean, 
'i)y leaving him under tlic jKn of the Dean* 

'Knock bim Sown, &C* 

Tic kindled, as if the whole Satire had been 
"The opprcflion of Virtue, not wages of Sin i 
^e bri'Aii, as he brflfrg'd, with a rant and a rtm% 
ill li(a;:g'cl how he bounc'd^ and he fwore how he 
Xwoic. 

Znock bkn donim, &c 
U'houg^ 
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Though he cring'd to his Deanlhip in very loir 
fbains^ 
To others he boeile^ of knocking out brains. 
And flitting of m^es, and cropping of ears. 
While his own afs*s zaggs were more fit for^he ibeart. 

XMOci Sim dofuntf &c 

On this Worrier of Deans whene'er we can hit. 
We 11 (hew him the way how to crop and to flit} 
We '11 teach him fome better addrefs to afford 
To the Dean of all Deans, though he wears not a fword. 

Knock bim iioawt, Sx, 

We'll colt him through Kevan, St. Patrick's, DoncrCr 
And Smichfieldy as Rap was ne'er colted before ; 
We '11 oil him with kennel, and powder him with 

grains, 
A modus right fit for infultcrs of Deans. 

Knock bim doivn. Sic* 

And, when this is over, w^ '11 make him amends, 
To the Dean he ihall go; they ihall kifs and be friendir 
But how r Why, the Dean ihall to him difclofe 
A face for to kifs, without eyes, ears, or nofc. 

Knock bim down^ &c» 

If you fay this is hard on a man that is reckon'd 
That ferjeant at law whom we call Kite the Second, 
You midake; for a (lave, wIk) will coax his fupcrioni 
May be proud to be licking a great man's poftcriors. 

Knock him doiun, &c 
NVhit 



THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW, sf^ 

What care wc how high runs his paflion or pride ? 
Though his foul he defpifcs, he values his hide 5 
Then fear aot his tongue, or his fword, or hi» knife f 
He '11 take his revenge on his innocent wife. 

Knock bim down, down, dawn, keep bim d»nvm 
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ARCHBISHOP OF CASHEL, 
AND BETTESWORTH. 

TXEAR Dick, pr'ythec tell by what paffion you moTe? 

■*^ The world is in doubt, whether hatred or love; 

And, while at good Cafhel you rail with fuch fpite. 

They Ihrewdly fufpeft it is all but a bite. 

you certainly know, though fo loudly you vapour. 

His fpite cannot wound, who attempted the Drapier*- 

Then, pr*ythee, refleft, take a word of advice ; 

And, as your old wont is, change (ides in a trice : 

Do his virtues hold forth; 'tis the very bcft wayi 

And fay of the man what all honeft men fay* 

But if, flill obdurate, your anger remains. 

If ftill your foul bofom more rancour contains r 

Say then more than they ; nay, lavifhly flatter, 

Tis your grofs panegyrics alone can befpatter : 

For tliine, my dear Dick, give me leave to fpeak plain^* 

Like a very foul mop, dirty more than they clean. 
» 

ON 
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N P O E T R Y: 
A RHAPSODY. i7i3. 

ALL human race would fain be iviiSf 
-^^^ And millions mils for .one that hits. 
Young's univcrfal .paflion, prUe, 
Was never Tcnown to fpread fo wiflc. 
Say, JBritain, could you ever boaft 5 

Three poets in an age at mod ? 
'Our chilling-climate hardly bear« 
AJprig of bays in fifty years : 
While every fool his claim alledgee. 
As if it grew in common hedges. ft 

What reafon can there .be aflign'd 
For this pcrverfenefs in the mind ? 
Brutes find out where their talents lies 
A tear will not attempt to fly ; 
A fuunder'd borfe will oft' debate, a 5 

Before he tries a five-barr*d gate 5 
A dog by inftinft .turns afide, 
Who fees the ditch too deep and wid«. 
But man we find the only creature 
AVho, led by folly, combats Nature^ • s# 

Who, whtn Jbe loudly criesj Forbtar^ 
With obftinacyiixcs tliere; 
And, where his genius leaft inclines, 
AbCurdly bends his whole defi|;n&. 

Hot 
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Not empirt XA the rifing fua 25 

By valour, condu^, fortune won r 

Not highed ivifdom in debates 

For framing laws to govtvtk ftatcs^ 

Nbt ikill in fciences profound 

So large to grafp the circle round s y» 

Such heavenly influence require^ 

A% how to (bike the Muftis fyre^ 

Not beggar's brat on bulk begot ; 
Not baftard of a pedlar Scot ; 
Not boy brought up to cleaning fboes, je 

The fpawn. of Bridewell or the ficwt 1 
Not infants dropt, the fpurious pledget 
Oi gtpjies littering under bcdges.| 
Are fo difqualify'd by fate 

To rife in tbureb, or iaw, otJUitfr ^ 

As he whom Phcebus in his ire 
Hath bladed with poetic fire. 

What l\ope of cuftom in theybrrr 
While not a foul demands your ware ? 
Where you have nothing to produce 45 

For private life, or public ufo? 
Court y dtjff country, want you not; 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 
For poets, law makes no proviTion p 
The wealthy have you in derifion p 5^ 

Of ilate-affairs you cannot fmatter { 
Are awkward when you try to flatter : 
Your portion, taking Britain round. 
Was jud one annual hundred pound;, 

Novr 
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Now not fo much as in remaindeiv 55 

Since Gibber lm>u^t-in an attainder $ 

For ever fix*d by right divine 

< A monarch'is right) on Grubftreet iiae* 

Poor flarveling 1t>ard, how fmall thy gains I 
How unproportion'd to thy .pains 1 60 

And here zJimiU comes pat in : 
Though chickens take a month to fatten* 
The guefts in Icfs than half an hour 
Will more than half a fcore devout. 
'^Oy after toiling twenty days i$ 

To earn a flock of pence and f)rBi(e> 
Thy labours, grown the critic's prey* 
Are fwallow'd o'er a difh of tea : 
Gone to be never heard of more, 
vGone where the cbickens went before. 70 

How fliall a new attempter learn 
Of different fpirits to difcern. 
And how diftinguifli which is which. 
The poet's vein» or fcribbling itch ? 
Then hear an old experienc'd (inner, 75 

In{lru£ling thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf \ and if you iind 
A powerful impulfe urge your mind. 
Impartial judge within your bread 
What fubjeft you can manage beft ; to 

Whether yo«r genius moft inclines 
To fatire, praife, or humourous lines, 
To elegies in mournful tone, 
Or prologue font from hand unknown. 

Then, 
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Then, rifing wiifa h^axonS Hgbt, t^ 

The Mufe inTok'd, (it ^amn to wniei 

Blot out, correfl:, infeft, refisie. 

Enlarge, dimioHhy interimei 

Be mindful, when mtciiisod fjufs, 

To fcratch your head, tod bkefoorMfk* f# 

Your poem fbiih'd, next yotu cum 
Is needful to tranfciibe k £itr« 
In modem wtt all printed trtft ft 
Set off with numennn Ifreai^ and dif/l^f^ 

To flatefroen would yoo pvt t unyt, f^ 

You print it in ItaSr tjtpe. 
When leners are io rnlgar iftaprf, 
'Tis ten to one the wit efcapcrt j 
But, when in cafitali etprrfl. 
The dulleft reader fmoaks tl^e ;^ s f ^# 

Or elfc periiaps he may inrent 
A better than the poet meant; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew* 

Your poem in its modiih drcfs, to^ 

Correftly fitted for the prefs, 
Convey by penny-poft to Lintot, 
But let no friend alive look into *t. 
If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the cofl^ 
You need not fear your labour loft % \%t 

And how agreeably furpriz'd 
Are you to fee it advertised ! 
The hawker fhews you one in print. 
As frelh as farthings from the mint : 

Th« 
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The produ£b of your toil and fweating:^ u$ 

A baftardot your own bcj^cttinj^. 

Be furc at Will's, the following day^ 
Lie fnug, and hear what critics fiiy | 
And, if you find the general vogue 
Pron»Un«et you a flupid rogue, »• 

Damns all your thoughts as low and little. 
Sit dill, and fwallow down your fpittle. 
Be filent as a politician, 
For talkbg may beget fuTpicion? 
Or praife the judgement of tlie town^ n'j 

And help yourfelf to run it dowit. 
Give up your fond paternal priile,. , 
Nor argue on the weaker fule t 
For poems read without a name 
We juftly praife, or juftly blanjs j t]9 

And critics have no partial views, 
£xcept they know whom they abufe t 
And, fmce you ne'er provoke their fpite, 
Depend upon *t their judgement *8 right* 
But if you blab, you are undone : t^f 

Confider what a rifk you run : 
You lofe your credit all at once ; 
The town will maik you for a dunce |. 
The vilcft doggrcl, GrubAreet fends. 
Will pafs for yours with foes and friends ; H^ 
And you mufl bear the whole difgrace, 
Till fome freih Iilockhead takes your place. 

Your fecrct kept, your poem funk. 
And feiit in quires to line a trunkj^ 
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If Aill you be difpoi'd to rbjniic» 14) 

Go try your hand a fccond time. 

Again you faih yet S^4*% the wordi 

Take courage and attempt a third. 

But fird with care employ your thoughts 
< Where cricici mark'd your former faults 1 1 50 

The tririal tumif the borrow'd ws^ 

T\ic JSmilii that nothing fit { 

The cant which every fool repeattf 

Town-jcds and cofTce-houfe oooceitfy 

Dofcriptioni tedious, flat and dryt 155 

And intrnduc'd tlie Lord knows why : 

Or where we find your fury fet 

Againd the harmlefs alphabet; 

On A'l and B'l your mal'tca tent, 
" While readers wonder whom you meant ; i6e 

A public or a private robbtr, 

A Jf ate/ma ft 9 or a Sou\\\'(ct jobbir ; 

A fnlati who no Go<l believes 1 

A parliament, or den of thieves 1 

A pick-purfc at the bar or bench, 165 

A dutchcfs, or a fuburl^-wench t 

Or oft', when epithets you link 

In gflping lines to fill a chink 1 

Like (lepping-Aoncs, to fave a (Iride, 

In Hrects where kcnncU arc too widci 170 

Or like a licel- piece, to fu^iport 

A cripple with one foot too (hort; 

Or like a bridgr, that joinfc a mariih 

To moorlands of a different parifli. • 

Vol. II. X %v:k 
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So have I feen iiUcoupled' houftdt 175 

Brag different ways in miry grounds. 

So geographers in Afric maps 

With favage pifturcs fill their gap§. 

And o'er unhabitable downs 

Place elephants for want of towns. 189 

But, though yeu mifs your third cflay, 
You need not throw your pen aw«y. 
Lay now afide all thoughts of fame. 
To fpring more profitable game. 
From party- merit fcek fupport 1 185 

The vilcft verfe thrives bed at court* 
A pamphlet in Sir Bob's defence 
Will never fail to bring- in pence t 
Nor be concern'd about the fale» 
He pays his workmen on the nail. 199 

A prince r the moment he is crowned. 
Inherits every virtue round. 
As emblems of the fovcreign power, 
Like other baubles in the Tower: 
Is generous, valiant, juf^, and wife, 195 

And To continues tilt he dies ; 
His hutaWic JfMtU this profeflcs, 
In all xhcU /peechfs, votes, addreffa. 
But once you 6x him in a tomb ; 
His virtues hiXt, his vices bloom % too 

And each pcrfc£lion, wrong imputed^ 
Is fully at his death confuted. 
The loads of poems in his praife^ 
^fccnding, make one funeral blaze s 

Ai 
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Ai foot) an you cmi hoMr hit knells to^ 

TliU k^kI on csrth tut n« devil m Iwll i 

And lo f hi<t mtniikri of (hte, 

TrAnsform'd to tm)M» Itis levee wiki 

Where, in the fcenex of cndlcfe woe^ 

They |)Iy tlicir former irti below ( fti9 

Andf AH they f«il in Cltaron't botr^ 

Contrive to hiibe thc}u«)gc'i vottt* 

To Crrltctun they give a fgpi 

His triplr-hnikiitg mou(h to Aopi 

Or ill the ivory (;Ate of dretms ti $ 

]M'()ir.('> cxcife And South-fea fchonMi $ 

Or hire their pnrty-pnmphUueri 

I'o (ct IClyCium by theeRtt. 

'Hicn, fott, if you tnoAit to thrivt^ 
Kitiphw yom Muic on kiti^t Alivei %%9 

With piuiltMu-o Kttilirrinit up a cluiUr 
Of nil tlic viituc;« you can niu{lar» 
Whivh, fortn'd inio a ffarland iw«ct» 
Lay liuiiibly ut your monarch'! faoti 
Wlu), AS the odouii roiich hid thronci it| 

Wjll finilef and think ihuin all hit own i 
Fur iftnu and go/fr/ both detnrnilna 
All viiiitrn lo(l^;c in royal ckininoi 
(t nicitti tha oiAcIei of botltf 
Who (lull dcpofe ir upon oath.) tj« 

Vmtt I'.AiUiid in the folluwinf( ielgn» 
C'hiuif/t? hui tha iianievi will do aitaint 

Duty if you think thii tradt too ba£i| 
(U'hii.h fcldum b vlia dunci'i cafsi) 

X a V>i\ 
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Put on the critick's brow, and fit .^35 

At Wiira the puny judge of wit, . 
'A nod, a flirug, a fcornful fmile. 
With caution usM, may ferve a while. 
Proceed nq further in 5'our part, 

* Before you learn the terms of art ; -243 
For you can .never he too far gone 

In all our modern criticks' jargon : 

Then talk with more authentic face 

Of unities, in- time and place ; 

Get fcraps of Horace from your friends, 445 

And have 'them at your fingers ends; 

Learn Ariftotle's rules by rote, 

And at all hazards boldly quote 5 

Judicious Rymer oft' review, 

* Wife Dennis, and profound Boflu. t$0 
Read all the prefaces of Dry den, 

For thefe our criticks much confide in 
(Though merely writ at firft for filling. 
To raife the volume's price a (hilling). 

A forward critick often dupes us «55 

With fliam quotations /m hupfousz 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magifterially outshine us. 
Then, left with Greek he over-run yc, 

* Procure the book for love or money, 26f 
Tranilated from Boileau's tranilation. 

And quote quotation on quotation. 

At Will's you hear a poem read* 
Where Battus from the- table- head, 

Rcclinir : 
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' I^eclij^ing on Jiis elbow-chair, 265 

Gives judgement with decifive air ; 

To whom the tribe of circling wits 

As to an oracle fubmits. 

He gives dire£bion8 to the town^ 
■ TRo cry it up, or run it down ; %'j% 

Like courtiers, when they fend a note^ 

Inftrufting members how to vote. 

He fets the flamp of bad and good. 

Though not a word be urtderftood. 

Your leflbn learn'd, you 'll1)e fecure '-^75 

To get the name of comioijeur : 

And, when your merits once arc known. 

Procure difciples of your own. 

For poets (you can never want them) 
' Spread through Augufta Trinobantum, 280 

Computing by their pecks of coals. 

Amount to juft nine thoufand fouU s 

Thefe o'er their proper diftritfts govern. 

Of wit and humour judges fovereign. 
. "Ri every ftreet a city-i)ard '285 

Rules, like an alderman, his ward ; 

His indifputcd rights extend 

Through all the lane, from end to end ; 

The neighbours round admire Vnfirtixdnefi 
- Fipr fongs of loyalty and leiodnefs ; 290 

Out-done by none in rhyming well. 

Although he never leamM to fpelL 
Two bordering wits contend for glory j 

And one is Whig, and one is Tory : 
^ X 3 And 
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And tliit for cpict cliimt tlic bayt, tfj 

And that for ckgitc layt i 

6omc fflm'd for numbf ri fofc tnd Toiodtbt 

By lovem fpokc in Punch'i booth | 

And fome ai julUy fame extoU 

J^or lofty lines in Smitlilteld droll% |o# 

Bavius in Wapping gaini rcnowtit 

And M»vius reigni o'er Kentiih-cowii t 

TigcUius plac'd in J'hoibui' car 

From Ludgatc (hinei to Templc«bar i 

Harmonious Cibber entertains |oj 

The court with annual birtli-day ftrakiii 

Whence GayAvai baniibM in dtfgraoct 

Wlicrc Tope will never ibow his iuMj 

Where Young mud torture his inventiaa 

To flatter knauo, or lofe hit>ri|4M. jit 

But thcfc i|rc no^ a thoufanffth part 

Of johiicrit in the poet's arc. 

Attending ea^^h his proper ilation, 

Ami alt in due fubordinatjon, 

Thtx)Ugh every alley to be foMnd^ jf c 

In garrets high^ or under ground i 

And wlicn they Join their ffricrMtikif 

Out (kip& a hiok ^ mlJaUaniti. 

Hobbcs dearly provtsi that every ort«tttra 

Lives in a Aate of war by nature. |at 

Tlie greater for the rmalkft watch. 

But meddle feldom with tlieir match^ 

A whale of moderate Tim will draw 

A dioal oi Itoiyingi dowi^ lui miiw i 

Afel 
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. A km wich gecCi lut bt%r«cM»i §z% 

A wolf ckftroyt • ihoarMck lamh» > 
But fcarch amoag the rHyaMAg rMt^ 
The brave arc wony'4 hf iIm Uitc 
If on rarnelTus* cop jfou lit. 
You rarely bitct em eiwsjra \ku %$» 

£ach poet ttf iofenor fitf 
On you iball nil ead efkki^» 
And ilrive to tcer yo« lft»b ffm» iMik^i 
While other* do ee mitch lor Im 

The vermin •nly teeie m^ fimk f$^ 

Tlieir foe» fttperior hy ea iadk 
Bo, naturatt4a <Mtnt^ « iea 
Hath rmaller ieee thee ott hi«i ffif i 
And thefc hate foiaUer iill !• hiu '«% 
And fo proceed itd injkiimm. |4# 

Thut every poet in bis iUnd 
f s bit by him that comee faehMe 
Wlio, tliough too kttle to be feeiw 
Can teaxe, and galU and give the<plee»i 
Call dunces footi and ^lone of wWci^ 14^ 

Lay Orub4>rc(;t at each ocher'a donrtj 
Extol the Cfreek and Roman maftorv 
And curfe our modern poniailera 1 
Complain^ u many an ancient bard dwt 
l^ow genius ia no more rewarded 1 ||o 

|lo\¥ wrung a tafle prevails among vsj 
ilow much our auc«ftore OMtfungjusi 
<C4n pcifonate an awkward (com 
IKor Uiufe who .ice not poeM burni 

JC4 A«i 



3it SWIFT'S POEM8, 

And all their brother-dunces la(li| 355 

Who croud the prefs with hourly traflr. 

O Grub-ilreet ! how do I bemoan thee» 
Whofe gracelefscluidren fcorn to own thee ! 
Their filial piety forgot, 

Deny their country, like a Scot ; 360 

Though, by their idiom and grimace, 
They foon betray their native place r 
Yet thou haft greater caufe to be 
Afham*d of them, tlian they of thee. 
Degenerate from their ancient brood, 365 

Since firft the court allow*d them food. 

Remains a difficulty ftill. 
To purchafe fame by writing ill. 
From Fleck noe down to Howard's time. 
How few have reach'd the htvfublime / 370 

For when our high-born Howard dy'd, 
Blackmore alone his place fupply*d: 
And, left a chafm fhould intervene, ^ 

When death had finifli'd Blackmore's reign. 
The leaden coivn devolv*d to thee, 375 

Great poet of the boIh*w tree. 
But ah ! how unfccure thy throne t 
A thoufand bards thy right difown : 
They plot to turn, in factious zcal^ 
Duncenia to a common- weal ; 380 

And with rebellious arms pretend 
An equal privilege to defcend. 

In bulk there are not more degrees 
Froih elephanU to mita i|i chccfe, 

Tli» 
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.Than what a canom tjt maj tf9» fi ^ 

In creanires of the thtfrntn^ tut* 

From bad to woHe, and worie fftief l^f ^ 

But who can leacb the worft^f j|| ^ 

For thoaghy io nature, deplf> mJ 1m:i^ 

Are equally held w6sn» i p^ 

In poetry, die height «re lusoiri 

Tis only infinite beknr^ 

For iollance : whet: y(M raAly ^iutikf' 

No rfaymer.can like Welded liml^. 

His merits balanced, yov 4b»ll 6«(i' ^« 

The Laureat learcs htm ^ helMni# 

Concannen^ more aljpfrinf taf4^ 

Soars downwaiKk deeper by a yifiC 

Smart Jemmy B^foor wth Vf^M$ 4f^i 

The reft purTue as thick $f^ kf^p^ ^^ 

With heads to potj^ts tlie gulph t}«i:y eM«r^ 

Linked perpendicular to the cttnu ^ 

And« as their heels elated tikf 

Their heads attempt tlie tietlicr (kk%, 

O, what iodignity and (hanie, ^« 

To proftitute the Mufc's name I 
By flattering kings, witom Heaven d€Ctf^*4 
The plagues and fcourges of mankind^ 
Bred up in ignorance and floch, 
And every vice that nurfcs both* 41^ 

Fair Britain, in thy monarch bled, 
Whofe virtues, bear the flridcft tcftj 
Whom never fa£lipn could bcfpattcr^ 
Nor mini{ler nor poet flatter | 



|i4 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

What Juflice in rewarding meiit 1 41J 

What magnanimity of fpirit ! 
What lincamentt divine we trace 
Through all his figure, mien, and face ! 
Though peace with olive bind his handc^ 
* ConfefsM the conquering hero (landa. 4st 

Hydafpes, Indus, andthe Ganges, 
Dread from his hand impending changosu 
From him the Tartar and Chinefe, 
Short by the knees, intreat for peace. 
The €onfort of his throne and bed, 41$ 

A perfe6^ goddefs bom and bred^ 
Appoimeci fovereign judge to fie 
On learnings eloquence, and wic* 
Our eldeft hope, divine liilust 
^Late, very late, O may he rule uit) 419 

What early «Danhood has he ikovm^ 
Before his downy beard was grown ! 
Tlien think, what wonders will be done 
By going on as be begun. 

An heir for Britain to fecufc 4|( 

As long as fun and moon endure. 
The remnant of the royal bloo4 
Comes pouring on me like a flood. 
Bright goddeiTes^ in number ^v^ | 
Duke Willi am, fweete£t prince alive* 4|# 

Vow ling tke numfttr offtate^ 
Who /bines alone without a mat;^ 
Obferve with what majeOic port 
This Adas iUnds to prop the couits 
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iiks VTusssr- $«KiM^ ^fCM^. 
fa: at a&uc ^lhm. ^ 




1 to aOBM ^Ml «t tut r ' 

IhOTriMnttfi^ «aki|K; riroae, icide^ 

VdadUfitfe t& i^e «D aziife k aUgjg^ 
WlwaD (tt dxf Vnsifb Mid 64^ Heccvkii^ 

Say, pot:t, io Mfhat «dwr oackMi 4^^ 

Sbone ever f udi 4 oonftrlUtioii I 
Attend, ye Popes, aod Youogs, mjoA Gay% 
And tvae yourharps^ «od ilrov your iMfSi 
Your piQegyrkk« bese fvovidei 
You caonot err on flattery's (ide. 474 

Above the (Urs exah foiu' ftyle» 
You fUlI are low ten thoufand iiiile« 
On Lewis all Ins bards iKilow'd 
Oi inccofe many « tboufaad i9»i$ 



Ill IWIFT'I P0BM8; 

But Buropt morcify'd hit pride^ 4f 5 

And fwore the fiiwning rAfcftli lyM. 

Yot what the world refuu'd to T.cwiii| 

Apply 'd to Ocorfcoi cxa^ly true ii. 

Uxii6lly true t invhtioui poet t 
/Til nfty thoufind times lielow it* 4N 

Trinfltta me now i'nme lineit if you cnHf 

From Virf^ili Mirtinj, Ovid, faicun. 

They could ill power in Heaven divide^ 

And do no wrong on either fide | 

T4iey teich you huw to fplir t hiiir; 4S5 

(Jive Cteorgc «nd Jove An rquil (hure* 

Yet why fhould we be IncM fo Artit > 

1 Ml give my moniircii buttcr-wrii^.hr. 

And reitfun good 1 for miny 11 year 
4 Juve never intermeddled here 1 490 

Nor, though hi« prirOi be duly puid. 

Did ever we dcnre hid kid 1 

Wo now cm better do without him» 

Hinco VVoolOon g«ve Uh iinitii tu rout him. 
. C^ttr^ dtufiiUrantur. 



HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE XIX. IMITATED. 
TO IIUMIMIRY FRENCH, ESQ^.*. 173J. 

T>ATRON of the tuneful thiong, 
-'' O t too nice, »nd too fcvere I 
1*hink not, thnt my au$ilry fong 
Hhill dilpleiife thy honell cAf. 

* Lord mAyor of Dublin. N# 

Clioftn 



TOrHUMPHtY FREKCH, EBQ^ $^f 
^hoTen drains I proudly bring) 

Which the Mufes' ficrtd cboiri 
When cliey gods and heroM (Ingt 

DiGtfiU to cli' harmonioui lyw. 

Ancient HonMSfi princely bard f 

Jud precedence Aill maintains i 
With facred rapturt dill ase beard 

Theban JjKodar's lofty ftraina. 

f tiU the old triumphant (bngi 

Whicl), when hated tyrtnci fell| 
Great Alcvus boldly (ung, 

Warns, inftfu&Si and f letfes ^U, 

Nor has Time's alUdarkening ibad« 
In obfcure oblivion pref^M i 

What Anacrcon laughM and pUy'df 
Oay Aoacreoni drunken pried I 

Oentle SapplK), love-fick Mufei 

Warmb the heart wirl) amorous (^rey 
Still her tendered notes infufe 

Melting rapture, foft dedre. 

Beauteous Hclcni young and gay, 

Oy a painted fopling won. 
Went nui fudi fair nympb| adray^ 

Family pleasM to be undone. 

Nur young Teucer's flaughtering boWf 

Nor hold He^kor's dreadful fwordi 
Alone the tenors of die foCi 

£)ow'd the Held with hoAila bloodt 



3»8 SWIFT'S POSMS^ 

Many valiant chrafii of old 

Greatly livM »iiA died, befbrt 
Ag^memnoni Grecian bold, 

Wag*d the ten yoart famotti wir. 

But their namci, unfung^ umvepty 

Unrecorded^ loft ind gone. 
Long in endUfs night liave ftepti 

And ihall now no more be known. 

Virtue, which the poet's care 

Has not wpll confignM to fame^ 
Lies, as in the fepulchre 

Some old king without a aamt. 
But, O HuaapliKy, great and freet 

While my tuneful fongt are xttA, 
Old forgetful Titae on thee 

Dark oblivion ne^er ihali fpread. 
When the deep-QUt notes {hall fade 

On the mouldering Parian ftone^ 
On the brafs no more be read 

The pcrifliing infcription ; 

Forgotten all tlie enemies. 

Envious G— — n's curfcd fpite, 
And P I's derogariog lies. 

Loft and funk in Stygian niglit : 

Still thy Ubour and thy care, 
What Ifor Dublin thou haft done, 

In full luftre ihall appear, 
And outihine th' unclouded fun* 

I La 



TO.HUMPHRY FRENCH, JSO. jif 

Large thy mind, and not uatricdf 

For Hibernia no\v doch iUtkl i 
Through tl)e caltni or ragbig cide^ 

Safe condu£^s the ibip to land. 

Falfcly wc caH the rich mam great j 

He is only To 'that knows 
His plentiful or fmall edatc 

Wifely to enjoy and ufc. 

He, in wealth or poverty, 

Fortune's power alike defies | 
And falfehood and difhoneily 

More than death abhors and flies : 

Flics from death ! •— No, meets it brave^ 

When tlie fuffering (o fcvere 
May from dreadful bondage fare 

Clients, friends^ or country dear. 

This the fovereign man, compleat f 

Hero ; patriot ; glorious { free ; 
Rich and wife^ and good and greati 

Generous Humphry, thou art He. 

A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES. 
BY DR. SHERIDAN. 1733. 

<< To make a writer mifs his ead« 

« You 've nothing elfe to do liut mend. 

T OFTEN try'd in vain to find 

^ hfmile for woman-kind, 

A/mUt 



920 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

KJmiU I mcaa ta fk 'em, 
< In every circumftance co hit 'em* 
Through cvory betft tnd bird I Aurent, 
• I ranfack'd every clement } 
And, after peeping tlirough. all nature. 
■ To find fo whimfical a creature, 
A r/9ir</ prefcnted tojny view. 
And* flrait this parallel I drew : 

Cloudi turn with every wind about, 
^rhey keep us in fulpence and doubt. 
Yet oft* perverfe; like worn an -kind. 
Are fecn ta feud againft the wind : 
And are not women juft the fame ? 
For, who can tell at what they aim- ? 

Cloudi keep the ftouteil monals under. 
When bellowing they difcharge their thunder r ■ 
So when th* .alarum-bell is rung 
Of Xanti's everlailing tongue, 
The hulband dreads its louclnefs.inore 
Than lightning's flafb, or thunder's roar. 

Clouds weep, as they do, without pain } 
And what are tears but womcns* rain ? 

The clouds about the welkin roam { 
And ladies never flay at home. 

The clouds build cailles in tlie air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair ; 
For all the fcheraes of their forecafting 
Are not more folid, nor more lading. 

A ckud is light by turns, and dark^ 
Such is a lady with her fpark \ 

Now 



l^W SIMILE FQK THE LAUCBS. ^f 

~Kow with a f odikai ponxOD^ ^oom 

'She fecms to darl^es aS the roon ; 

Again (be 's pleai^'d, his tan hcg;saT^ 

.And all is clear whca fbc has fioDoTd. 

la diis they 're wondroiafly alike 

(I hc^ the^nrii^ will ilrike); 

Though in the daxkefl duoipt yov view dm^ 

Stay bnta moment, yoa 'U tec through dam. 

The cbmds are ape to make refleSioCy 
And frequently produce ii^edioQ; 
So Czlia, with fmall prorocatkxi, 
SU(h every neighbour't reputadoo* 

The <-/9if:/j delight in gaudy ihow 
(For they, like ladies, have dieir bow) ; 
The graveft matron will coofefs. 
That flie herfelf is fond of drefs. 

Obferve the cloitds in pomp arrayed, 
'What various colours are difplay'd; 
The pinky the rofe, the violet's dye, 
In that great drawing-room the (ky; 
'How do thcfc differ from our Gracec, 
In garden-filksy brocades, and laces ? 
Are they not fuch another (ight, 
When met upon a birth-day night ? 

The cbucis delight to change their faihioii f ' 
(Dear ladies, be not in a paiSon !) 
l^or let this whim to yoii feem ftrange. 
Who every hour delight in change. 

In them and you alike are feen 
Tlic fullen fymptoms of the fplccn | 

Vol. II. Y TVvt 



Vit ^S W'l T T 'S P O E M^ 

The moment tliat your vapours rife. 
We fee them dropping from your cy^s. 

In evening fair you tiiiy' beh6id 
The clouds zitinng*dV/ith. b6rfdwM*gdld| 
And this is many a lady's cite. 
Who flaunts aboiit in borrowed la'de. 

'Grave matirons ire like cldiufs of fnoW, 
Hiiir Wds ftlf t^rck, • and {Jft, "iAd* i6w j 
While ^briiik' conuettes, like' rattling tail. 
Our ears on every fide alTail. 

Clouds f when they intercept our fi^t. 
Deprive us of celcftial lighf : 
So when my Cloe I purfue, 
No hek^en befides I^have in view. 

Thus, on cbmparifon, you fee. 
In every inflance they agree, 
So like, To very rAuch' the fame, 
That one nnay goby t'othcr's name. 
Let me proclaim 'it then aldud. 
That every woman is'aV/dai/. 

ANSWER. "BT "D'H. 'S^WiPT. 

pREStrMPTUOUS Bard ! libw could ybli dait 
■■• A worrfan wRh a cloud coBi(>are ? 
Strange, pride 'and infolcnce j'ou %ow 
Inferior mortals ibere b^low. 
And is our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or To' lodd as theirs ? 

% Altfi 



An4 m\y malm iift^mi»4lif^6i^, 

Ciw fkudt ^€ U^^^ 4,j^^ jvMf^j^, ^ 
Or frA^ ///^ ^i,vlb4 ^t^ Mf^H^^ / 

a ^hu4 m ^f^ Mfm y^f^ 
Tw i/fim 4/^» ic««4^ ^ f^#t7f^'^ ' 

To kio4l4f (liifr^ 4m ,)l(iifltf4( (^/^ /^ ^ 



3H -S W I F T*S P O :E M ^ 

For ficklencfs how durft you blame us. 
Who for our conftancy are famous ? 
"You *11 fee a chud in gentle weather 
Keep the fame face an hour together; 
While women, if it could be'reokon'd. 
Change every feature every fecond. 

Obferve our figure in a morning, 
Of foul or fair we give you warning ; 
^ut can you guefs'from woman's air 
X)ne minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books enrolPd 
What honours we pollefs'd of old. 

To difappoint Ixion's rape 
Jove dreft a cloud in Juno's (hapc ; 
Which when he had enjoy'd, he fwore, 
l^o goddefs could have pleas'd him more; 
No difference could he -find between 
-His cloud and Jove's imperial queen : 
His cloud produc'd a race of Centaurs, 
Fam'd for a thoufand bold adventures j 
From us defcended ah origitte. 
By learned authors call'd nubigefnt^ 
But fay, what earthly nymph do you know^ 
So beautiful to pafs for Juno ? 

Before JflSneas durft afpirc 
To court her majefty of Tyre, 
His mother begg'd of us to drefs him, 
That Dido might the more carefs him -: 
A coat wc gave him, dy'd in grain, 
AJiaxen wig and r/iTyt/ri^ cane 



Aniflng; jior ifraiglrg :flbslce ^tet ■:;«riin^, 
W&ac aTOigtL *» saxtt :ja. rlir i*. ^x > 

Wc ocslk i jus: Ji ;fr ^n :i;mCM€^ 

To OS he suMenii; i«i9 ^lansp;^ 

Fnm J-jpiiec smUk. ^ fcMUiswui^ 

'Sit hiz saidr.crx • '-.^ ^idtn 

"leu vccibi^ "XJ^tx 204'; .a 7iiii^ 

We g-icni all dun^ 2iere 'j'JXint, 

O'er all jc^r pttffi<oci wc pr^Sie, 
Can rail'c chem ofs or or.ic roea. ^itv^n^ 
As wc cldok nt b> frnxie or frrvim $ 
And, jufl as we difpofc ^tm* i^faiay 
Are witty, dull^ r^oice, compiaso* 
Compare us then to female race f 
We, to whom all the gods girt place f 
/Who better challenge your allegi^';cey 
Becaufe we dwell in higher regioos ? 



346' s^A^irif'S* i^6e^ms; 

You finff tfif^ g6d6 iiilfiWj^lr d^Mt 

Jn fcas and ftreahi^, 6t IS^'^'UH : 

Ev*n Jove, and Mercury Bis piiUp, 

No higher climb than roountWytiip 

(Who mikes you think tfic cteiub he piei^oc^* T . 

He pierce the ckuds I lie kifs their a— ^>} 

While we, o'er 'f erieniBa placM, 

Are loftier by a mile a? leall : 

And, wlien Apdllb ftirtftibh fttfdui. 

We fee him from 6\it kifcdhlih-WifidaWj ; 

Or, to Parn&fliis Iboklftg cfewii. 

Can pifs upon his laurdi cr6i^fr; 

Fate never forthM tfi« goKh" tb fiy j 
In vehicles they mount riS* ficfy : 
Wlien Jove|Would foittfe ftiJrnyttiph ihvctgJ^, 

lie comes full gallb)[> 6^ bti etjglt. 

Though Venus be as Ught is air. 

She maft have doVc4 t6 draw betr chitr. 

Apollo ftirs not otit of dofer 

Without his lacker'd coadi a«d four. 

And jealous Juno, eV*T fnafrRng, 

Is drawn by peaCbcks in her kir^. 

But we caft fly where'er We plettfe, 
^ O'er cities, rivers, hiU», and fcas : 

From eaft to weft the world we roam, 

Aud in all climates flre at home ; 

With care provide you as.wt go 

With fun-ihine, rain, and hail, or fnow* 

You, when it rains, like fools, believe 

Jove pifles oh you through a fiev« : 

Ao 
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'321 SWIFT'S FaEOTS* 

But gods like us have too much fenfe 
At poets flights to take offence : 
Kor can hyperboles demean us ; 
Each drab has been compared to Venus. 

We own your verfes are melodious ; 
But fuch oomparifons arc odious.. 



A VrNDICATION- OF THE LIBEL;: 

OR,, 

A New Ballad, written by a Shof-boy, oniB* 
Attorney who was formerly a Shoe-soy. 

<* Qiji color ater erat, nunc eft contrarius atro.'' 

TTTITH finging of ballads, and crying of ncwSj 
^ ^ With whitening, of buckles, and. blackings o^ 
ihoes. 
Did Hartley* fct out, both- fhoelefi and fhirtlcft, 
And moneylcfs too, but not very dirtlefs ; 
Two pence he had gotten by begging, that *» all 5. 
One bought him a brujb, and one a black baUi. 
For clouts at a lofs he could not be much. 
The cloaths on his back as being but fuch ; 
Thus vampM and accoutred, with ckutSf baliygjid bn^fir 
lie gallantly ventured his fortune to pufli : 
Vefpafian thus, being be/patter' d ivitb ciirt^ 
Was omen'd to be Rome's emperor for V.. 

* See the next pocm.^ 

* ' Bot 



VINDrCATION OFTHE LIBEEm ^zf 

Bvit as a wife fiddler is noted, you know. 

To have a good couple of firings to one bow i 

So Hartley judicioufly thought it too little. 

To live by the fweat of his hands and his fpittle : 

He finds out another profeflion as fit, 

And ftraight he becomes a retwler of wit. 

One day he cried—" Murders, and fongs,.and great news!*^ 

Another as loudly — ♦* Here bhcken your (hoes I" 

At Domvile's ♦ full ofteahe fed upon bits, 

For winding ot jacks up, and turning of fpits ; 

Lick'd all the plates round, had many a grubbing, ' 

And now and then got from the cook-maid a drubbtngr 

Such bailings efFe£t upon bim. could have, none ;. 

The dog will be patient, that's flruck with a^bone. 

Sir Thomas, obferving this Hartley withal 

So expert and fb a£live at brujbes and baU^ 

Was mov*d with compailion, and thought it a pity 

A youth ihould be loft, that had been fo witty : 

Without more ado, he vamps up my fpark. 

And now we '11 fuppofe him an eminent clerk |. 

Suppofe him an adept in all the degrees 

Of fcribbling cum dajbo^ and hooking of fees^ 

Suppofe him a mifer, attorney fer bill, 

Suppofe him a courtier — fuppofe what- you will — «• 

Yet would you believe, though I fwore by the Bible,- 

That he took up two m^wi-byi for crying the libilf 

♦ Sir T. Domvile, patentee of the Hanapcr-office, N» 

A FRIENDLY 



31^. aWIBT'S PiOE/MLSi 

A KRIENDLy APO.tOjOYf 

FOR A CERTAIN JUSTICE OP FBACE, 
By Way of Defence of HARTLEY I^UTCi^^^^oif, ^^ 

«* But; lie by bj^vyling news ^bout^ 

*< An^ aptly ufijig bruft and clqur, 

*< A juft^ce of tlie, peace bec^p^Cy 

" Tq punifli. rogues who do th« fame." HuD. 

By JAMB^ BI,AP^rW¥LkQp«^tor fortJicF^ 

T SING tfie man of courage try'd, 
•■■ ' O^cr-run with ignorance and pride^ 
Wbo boldly hunted out difgrace 
With cankered mind- and hideous face i 
The firft wha made (let none deny it), 
The libel -vending rogues be quiet. 

The fa6t was glorious, we muft own, 
For Hartley was bcfpre unknown, 
Conteann'd I mean j — for who would cUufe 
So vile a fubjcft for the Mufc ? 

'Twas once the nobleft of his wiflies 
To £11 his paunch wi(h fcraps from diflies. 
For which he *d parch before the grate. 
Or wind the^afj^'j flow-rifmg weight 
(Such toib as beft his talents fit). 
Or polifhy&o^/, or turn i\it /pit ; 
* But, uiiexpeftcdly grown rich in 
'Squire Domvilc's family and kitchen. 
He pants to eternize his name, 
ud^es the dirty road to fame i 

Believes 



Befirvs tiflC pB&cixtis^ viz 
WiB TpBcont ite fuKft waty to k ; 
3iiV ^^^^ ^ vmond^^ ^ CBS Mflkj 

Hecslkit^ fedidous fM^ieo 

Aad aU this wkh ^digB, apfievU^ 

To £aid ius name tbsMt^-fifvvy flweg 

Well pks'd to lite to 6itMP W^ 
TbougL but ID keen fadrk rbjfOiKS- 

fio ApOLg wAo, for aught we know. 
Was joftke mauj years agc^ 
And mindrng tbeo no earthly thiD|;i, 
But killing libelers of kiogs ; 
Or, if lit wanted work to do, 
To ran a bawling newb-bey tfarovgb r 
Yet he^ «4kb wnq»]>*d np in a doti^. 
Entreated Fatlier Jo%'C alond. 
Only in light to Ihew hk f^cc. 
Though it mig^ tend 10 bis di%ri0«u 

And ib th' £pbe(ian viilaiA lir'd 
The temple which the world adfoir'd,. 
Contemning death, defpifing ihame. 
To gain an ever-odious name. 

* Colonel Ker, a mere Scotchman, Lieutenant Colo* 
lel to Lord Harrington's regiment of dragoonii who 
nadc a news-boy evidence againft the printer. IftliM Eo. 



31* SWIFT'S PO:£,M9« 

DR. SHERIDAN'S BALLAF 
ON BALLYSPBLLTH^ 

A LL you that would refine your Uood» 
^^ At pore as fiim'd Llewellyn^ 
By watei^ clear, cooie every yeir». 
To drink at Ballyfpellin* 

Though pox or itch your ikins enrich 

With mbxef paft the telling, 
'Twill clear your ikin before you'iFe bee^. 

A month at Ballyfpellin. 

If lady's cheek Se green as Teek 

When (lie comes from her dwclllhg,^ 

The kindling rofe withm it glows 
When (hi -5 at BaUyfpellin. 

The footy brown, who comes fromtoMm^ 

Grows Kei^ as fair as Helen; 
Then back .flie goes, to kill the beaux^ 

By dint of BallyrpcUin, 

Our ladies are as freih and fair 

As Rofo; or bright Dunkelling : 
And Mars might make a fair miftake. 

Were he»at Baliyfpellin. 

♦ A famous fpaw in the county of Kilkenny, wKcrt 
the Do£lor had been to drink the waters widi a fa- 
vourite lady. N. 
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Death throws tno darts throu^^idl'tfade pacts, 

No fextons here flre-k»6Hing : 
Come, judlge and try, yeu f]l<MV«r 4iiKr, 

But live at Bidlyipellm j 

rExcepc you feel darts-tipt •wkh- Aeel^ 

Which here' are every bdfe in : 
When from their eyes AK^eccruin-IUes, 

Wt die at BaHy^llin. 

<70od chear, fwreetair, much joy, 'na^tre, 
Your fight, your t^fte, yeurfaieUiDg, 

Yoar-tars, .your touch, tranfportod much 
Each day at Ballyfpenin. 

Within tjhis 'ground -we . all .deep found. 

No noify dogs a-yelling 5 
Except you wake, fcM* Caslia's fake. 

All night at BaHyfpelHin. 

There all you fee> both -he and^e. 

No lady keeps her Tcellin j 
But all partake the mirth 'W&*mlftk«, 

Who drink at Ballyfpdlin. 

JMy rhymes are 'gone ; Ithmkl'veuoone, 

Unlefs I fhould bring hell in ; 
But, iince I-'ror here to-heweafo nuTf 

1 can't at Ballyrpelltn ! 



•AHSAVSR. 



t *J 1 

T^ARE ywi itf/ n K ^ J9^^m^ mm^ 

Tkrfe p»dbir .g;;^ ^€¥ff94mfi90l0^ 

Frooi MJy Snlj^|<gy . 
L1e«clh«wh)r> A ^ # tf<imi yf 

.3o bard wcntadH^ J^B^ tVi|^w#Mi|MM^ 
TobnoginBtUyiftOm, 

No fobjca fit to tiy jMirillt^ 

When yo tflfebta iitoi^ii<g;# 
But don imrigoes ^tiHtt >iiiif JJ^JWjgjMPJy 

That net at Billjffptlltt* 

• This anfwer vna^'tiiftiati^Vf/fk eASm , H m 
iffront on hunLfilf <^and tlie'Udjr'W JMiA<< ley ikA 
fpaw. N. 
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Our lalTes fair, fay what you dare. 
Who fowing make with fhelling. 

At Market-hil) mot^.1)eauK cap kill^ 
Than yours at Ballyfpellin. 

Would I was whipt, when Shcelah ftript^ 

To waih herfelf our well in ; 
A bum fo white nc*er came in iight^ 

At paultry Ballyfpellin. 

Your mawkins there fmocks hempen wen« 

Of Holland not an ell in j 
"No, not a rag, whatever you brag^ 

Is found Jit Ballyfpellin. 

But Tom will prate at ^ny rate. 
All other nyn^phs expelling.; 

fiecaufc he gets a few grifettes 
Ac loufy Ballyfpellm. 

There '$ bonny Janej in yonder lan^ 
Jufl o'er againft The Bell-inn ; 

Where can you meet a lafs fo fweet^ 
Roundall your Ballyfpellin? 

We have a girl dcferves an earli 

She came fronv £nniikillin t 
So fair, fo young, no fuch among 

The belles. at Ballyfpellin. 

How would you flare, to fee her ihex«^ 

The foggy inift .difpelling. 
That clouds the brows of every blowie 

Who lives at Ballyfpellin ! 



ANSWER TO SHERIDAN'S B ALL AD* ^j 7 

Nqw .a$ I live, I woivld not give 

A ftivcr for a Ikellin, 
To tovvfe and kifs the faircfl mlfs 
That leaks at Ballyrpellin. 
. Whoe'ei: will raife fuch lies as thefc 
. Deferves a good cudgelling : 
Wlio falfely boafts of belles and toafl$> 
'.At dirty BallyipeUin. 

My rhymes are gone, to all but one. 

Which is, our trees are felling ; 
As proper quite as thofe you write. 

To force in Ballyfpellin. 

. . HORACE, PART of BOOK L SAT. VL 
•■• PARAPHRASED. 

TF noify Tom * fhould in the fcnatc prnte, 

**• ** That he would anfwcr both for church aad (late; 

" And, further to demonllratc his affcftion, 

" Would take the kingdom into hts prote6l:ion :" 

All mortals muft be curious to inquire, 

Whb could this coxcomb be, and who his fire ? 

'* What ! thou, the fpawn oF him f who Ihani'd our illc, 

'* That traitor, afialiin, informer vile I 

* Sir Thomas Prendergath Irish Ed. 

f The father of Sir Thomas V , who engaged in 

^ plot to murder king Willinnt IIJ ; " but, 10. avoid 
>eing hanged,- turned infcicmtr againft. liis alFociatcs, 
*or which he was rewarded with a. «^oov\ <i^?^s.^ . at-jw^ 
rj^Jc a haronet, IbuL 
Vol, IL Z "' "Wwv ••^>. 
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•< Though by the female (idc * you proudly brings 
" To mend your breed, the murderer of a king : 
*< What was thy grandfire f but a mountaineer, 
" Who held a cabbin for ten groats a ye^r j 
" \^liofe matter Moore J preferv*d him from the halter^ 
" For dealing cows j nor could he read the Pfaherl 
" Durft thou, ungrateful, from the fcnate chace 
" Thy founder*? grandfon §, and ufurp his place ? 
•* Jvft heaven I to fee the dunghill baftard brood 
*' Survive in thee, and make the proverb gbod 1 1 
*< Then vote a worthy citizen ** to jail, 
** In fpite of juftice, and refufe his bail.!'' 

** Cadogan*s family. Irish Ed. 

+ A poor thieving cottager under Mr. Moore, con* 
demned at Clonmell adizes to be hanged for tteaiing 
cows. Ibid. 

J The grandfather of Guy Moore, cfq; who pro- 
cured him a pardon. Ibid. 

§ Guv Moore was fairly ele6led member of pl^ 
liament for Clonmcj but Sir Thomas, depending 
upon his intereft with a certain party then prevailing, 
and fmcc known by the title of Parfon-huntcrs, pe- 
titioned the houfe againfl him ; out of which he wti 
turned upon pretence of bril^ery, which the paymg of 
liis lawful debts was then voted to be. Ibid. 

H *' Save a thief from the gallows, and he will cut 
•* your throat.*' Ibid> 

•* Mr. George Faulkner. See the Tcrfcs in the fol- 
lowing page. N. 

Oft 
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Cn a PRINTER'S being fent to Newcatk, 

"DETTER wc all were in our graves 
'*-' Than Uvc in flavery to flaves, 
Worfe than the anarchy at fea, 
Wiherc £llies on each other prey ; 
Where every trout can make as high rantt 
O'er his inferiors zs oar tyrants j 
And fwagger while the coaft is clean 
But, (hould a lordly pike appear, 
Away you fee the varlet feud, 
Or hide his coward fnout in mud. 
Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach^ 
' He dare not venture to approach ; 
Yet ftill has impudence to rife. 
And, like Domitian^ leap at flies. 

TH^- DAY OF JUDGEMENT*, 

TT7*ITH a whirl of thou^t oppref«*d, 

^ ^ I funk from reverie to reft. 
An horrid vifion feiz*d my head,. 
I faw the graves give up their dead ! 
Jove, arm'd with terrors, burfts the (kics, 
'And thunder roars, and lightning flies ! 
Amaz'd, confus*d, its fate unknown. 
The world ftands trembling at his tlirone ! 

• That tliis poem is the genuine produ6Hon of the 
Dean, Lord Chefterfield bears ample teilimony in his 
Letter to M. Voltaire, Aug. 27, 175a, N. 
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While each pale finner hung his head, 

Jove, nodding, fiiook. the heavens, and faid : 

** Offending race of human-kind, 

** By nature, rcafon, learning, blind ; 

<* You who, through frailty, ftepp'd ifidej 

" And you who never fell, through pride ; 

•* .You who in different fefts were fhamm'd, 

** And come to fee each other damn'd 

" (So fome folk told you, but they knew 

** No more of Jove's deiigns than you); 

" — The world's mad bufinefs now is o'cr^ 

** And I refent thefe pranks no more. 

" — I to fuch blockheads fet my wit ! 

*< I damn fuch fools ! — Go, go, you 're bit** 



VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, 
WITH PINE'S HORACE, FINELY BOUNB 

BY DR. J. SICAN*. 

—[Horace fpeaking] 

'TT'PU *VE read. Sir, in poetic flrain, 
■*• How Varus and the Mantuan fwain 
Have on my birih-day been invited 
(But I was forc'd in verfe to write it) 

• This ingenious young gentleman was unfortunaic 
murdered in Italy. N^ 

Up 
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Upon a plain repaft to dine. 

And tafle my old Campanian wine ; 

But I, who aU pun£)ilios hate. 

Though long familiar with the great. 

Nor glory in my reputation^ 

Am come without an invitation ; 

And, though i *m us*d to right Falemiao, 

I '11 deign for once to tafte lernian ; 

But fearing that you might difpute 

(Had I put on my common fuit) 

My breeding and my poiitej/g, 

I vifit in a birth-day drefs 5 

My coat of pureft Turkey red, 

With gold embroidery richly fpread j 

To which I 've fure as good prctenfions 

As Irifh lords who ftarvc on pcnfions. 

What though proud minifters of ftatc 

Did at your anti-chamber wait j 

What though your Oxfords and your St. Johns 

Have at 5^our levee paid attendance ; 

And Peterborough and great Ormond, 

With many chiefs who now are dormant. 

Have laid afide the general's ftafF 

And pu!)lic cares, with yo\i to laugh 1 

Yet 1 fome friends as good can name. 

Nor lefs the darling fons of Fame ; 

For fure my Pollio and Msecenas 

Were as good ftatcfmen, Mr. Dean, as 

Either your Bolingbroke or Harley, 

Tlu)Ugh they mad? Lewis beg a parley; 



34* SWIFT'S POEM 5. 

And as for Mordaunt, your lov*d hcro^ 

1 11 match him with my Drufus Nero. 

You 11 boaft, perhaps, your favourite Popf ^ 

But Virgil is as good, I hope* 

I own indeed I can't get any 

To equal Heliham and Delany ; 

Since Athens brought forth SocratM, 

A Grecian ifle Hippocrates ; 

Since Tully liv'd before my timp. 

And Galen blcfsM another clime* 

You '11 plead perhaps, at my requell^ 
To be admitted as a guefl, 
** Your liearing S ba4!"-^But why fuch iem> 
J fpeak to eyes, and not to ears f 
And for that rcafon wifely took 
The form you fee mc in, a book, > 
Attack'd by flow-devouring moths» 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths j 
By Bentlcy's notes, my deadlieft foes. 
By Creech's rhymes and Dunfter's prdc t 
. I found my boafted wit and fire 
3n their rude hands alnioft expire : 
Yet ftill they but in vain afiail'd ; 
For, had their violence prevail 'd. 
And in a hi aft deftroy'd my fa;pe. 
They would have partly mifs'd tlicir aimi. 
Since all my fpirit in thy page 
Defies tlvc Vandals of this age. 
^Th yours to favc thefc fmall remains, 
.l''*4jin future pedants* muddy brainsj^ 

i 
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And fix my long-uncertain fate. 

You bed know how — which way ? — ^TftAH f LATI« 

ON PSYCHE ♦• 

A T two afternoon for our Pfychc inquire, 
^^ Her tea-kettle *s on, and her fmock at the fire : 
So loitering, foafti^e; fo-bufy, foidle; 
Which hath flie tnoft need of, a fjnir or a bridle f 
Thus a greyhound out-runs the wiidle pack in a race. 
Yet would rather he hang'd than he'd Icarc a warm place. 
She gives you fuck plenty, it purs you in pain ) 
But ever with prudence takes care of the main. 
To pleafe you, flie knows how to chule a nice Ue 1 
For her tafte is almoft as rcfiu'd as her wit. 
To oblige a good friend, flic will trace every market, 
Jt would do your heart good, to ice how (he wiii cark it. 
Yet beware of her arts ; for, it pkjnly appears. 
She favcs half her viduals, by feeding your cars. 

THE DEAN AND DUKE. 1734. 

JAMES BRYDGES and the Dean had long bees 
friends j 
James is beduk'd ; of courfc their friendftiip ends : 
But Ture ijie Dean defcrves a fharp rebuke. 
From knowing JaiucK, to boiit he knows the Duke* 
Yet, fince jull Heaven the Duke s ambition mucks. 
Since all he got by fraud is loft by (locks, 

• Mrs. Sican, a very ingenious well-brc:d lady, 
©other to tlie author of the preceding poem. N. 

z 4 tt:>fc 
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llis wing? arexlipp'd : he tries no more in v^m 

With bands of fiddlers to extend his train. 

Since he no more can build, and plant, and revel, 

Tlie Du4<e and Dean fcem near upon a level. 

Oh ! vvcrt tliou not a Duke, my good Duke Humphjty) 

Viom baihlY's ciaws thou f^arce could'ft keep thy bu» 

tree. 
A Duke to know a Dean ! go, fmooth tby crown : 
Thv brother (far thy l)etters) wore a gown. 
W^cll, but a Uuicc thou art ; fo pleasM the King i 
Oh ! would his Majefty bui add a fifing ! 

ON 

DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF DERRY*, 

•]\/r A K: E Rundle bifhop ! fie for (bame ! 
-*-^-*' An Arian to ufurp the name ! 
A biHiop in the iflc of Saints ! 
, How will his brethren make complaints! 
Dare any of the mitred hoit 
Confer on him the Holy Ghoft; 
\n ino:her-church to breed a variance, 
B\' coupling Orthodox witli Arians ? 

Yet, were he Heathen, Tuik, or Jew, 
What is there. in it firange or new ? 
J^'or, let us hear the v^'cal; pretence, 
His brethren find to take offence j 
Of whom there arc but four at mofl. 
Who know there is an Koly Ghofl : 

* Pxoinoted to that fee in February, 1 734-5 • ^» 

The 
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The reft, who boaft they have confcri'd it^ 
Like Paul's Ephefians, never heard it j 
And, when they gave it, well *tis known. 
They gave what never was their owrf. 

Rundle a bilhop ! well he may 5 
He 's ftill a Chriftian more than they. 

We know the fubje6l of their quarrels { 
The man has learning, fenfe, and morals. 

There is a reafon ftill more weighty ; 
■^Tis granted he believes a Deity. 
Has every circumftancc to pleafe us, 
Though fools may doubt his fiaith in Jcfu€, 
But why Ihould he with that be loaded, 
Now twenty years from court exploded ? 
And is not this ol>jeftion odd 
From rogues who ne'er believ'd a God ? 
For liberty a champion ftoiit, 
Though not fo gof pel- ward devout. 
While others, hither fent to fave ufi, 
Came but to plunder and enflavc us.; 
Nor ever own'd a power divine. 
But Mammon and the German lino. 

Say, how did Rundle undermine 'em? 
Who (hew'd a hctttr jus di'innum.f 
From anticnt canons would not vary, 
But thrice refus'd epifcopari. 

Our bilhop's prcdeceflbr. Magus, 
Would offer all the fands of Tagus 5 ' 
Or fell his children, houfe, and lands, 
Fijr tluc one gift, to lay-on hands : 

• J5iit 
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But aU his gold could not s^vail 

To have the Spirit fet to fale. 

Said furly Peter, " Magus, pr'ythec, 

** Be gone : thy money perifli with thee.** 

Were Peter now alive, perhaps, 

He might ba?e found a fcore of chaps : 

Could hfi but make his gift appear 

In rents three thoufand pounds a yeac 

Some Cancy this promotion odd. 
As not the handy-work of God; 
Though e'en the biihops difappointed 
Mufl own it made by God's anointed. 
And, well we know, the c^ngf regnal 
Is more CecMxe as well as legal ; 
Becaufe our lawyers ail a^ree^ 
That biihopricks are held in^fee. 

Dear Baldwin chafte, and witty CvoSi;, 
How forely I lament your lofs ! 
That fuch a pair -of wealthy ninnies 
Should flip your time of dropping guineas; 
For, had you made tlie king your debtor. 
Your title hjKl been fb much better. 

EPIGRAM, 

"C^RIEND Rundle fell, with grievous bump^ 

•^ Upon his revereiitial rump. 

Poor rump ! thou liadfl: been better fped. 

Had thou been join'd to Bi)u Iter's head : 

A head, fo weighty and profouod, 

IWould necdji have kept thee from the ground. 

ACHA- 
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A CHARACTER, PANEGYRIC, aiul DI9C1UP' 
TIONof theLEGION«CLUB. tjjlb^ 

A S I fboll the city, oft* I 
-^ See a btiMng large and Mtjf 
Not a bow-ihoc limn die coll^^ 
Half the globe hem fade and kmmkdffs f 
By the prudent mdnuSkf f 

Plac'd s^ainft the chfirdi dife€(. 
Making good my graiMMame^» >e^ 
<< Near the chtirch'' «— yoo kfldir tlw nk. 

Tell us» what the pile omcamf f 
Many a head that hold» 00 hntnu i^ 

Thefe demoniackft let mt dub 

With the xutne of Ltpon^ltliu 

Such aifcunbUes, you might fwear^ 

Meet when butchers bant a bear ; 

Such a noiie, and 'fuck harangoing^ 1^ 

When a brother thief is hanging i. 

Such a rout and f\ick a rabble 

Run to hear Jack-puddan gid>t^ $ 

Such a crowd thehr ordure throwi 

On a far lefs vilUun's nofe. %^ 

Could I ffom the buildiog't top 

Hear the rattling thunder drop^. 

While the devil upon the rorf 

( If the devil be thunder-^pfoof) 

Should widi poker ^ry red a ^ 

Crack the flones, 4uid mekthe laad-f. 

ft t>tv«% 
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Drive them down on every fcuU, 
While the den of thieves is full ; ■ 

Qiiite deftroy the harpies* neft j 
Hdw^nightthcn ourifle be blcft ! ^t 

For Divines allow, that God 
Sometimes makes the devil his rod ; 
And the Gofpel will inform us. 
He can punilh fins enormous. 

Yet i]K>uld Swift endow the fchools, 35 

^ For his lunatics and fools. 
With a rood er twp of landi 
I allow ihe pile may fland, 
You perhaps will alk me. Why fc ? 
JBut it is with this provifo : 40 

Since thp houfe is like to lafl^ 
Let the royal grant be pafs'd, 
That the club have right to dwell 
Each within his.propei: cell, 
With a pafla^e left to creep in, • 45 

And a hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they oncp get in. 
Sell the nation, for a pin f 
While they fit arpicking flraws, 
^ JLet them rave at making law^ i ^9 

While they nejver hold their tongue. 
Let them dabble in tl^eir dung : 
Let them form a grand committee. 
How to plague and (larve tlie city ; 
. JLet them flare, and florm, and frowxi, 55 

When they ^ 4. clei^-gpWA i 

Let 
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Let tbeciy c:c ri/^j cr»r* % Ws/U, 
Call for tSk* 0!^<ty V trf tie Wv^i 
Let dxuiy ipvM liMyf t^*^, ^Itiih, 

Wc Of;, -^'^A UjC^ iVaO*. <J^'if ^¥<«(v 

Wipe ocj- »— t iTiSb :3j<.*f ♦y?**. 

Let Sir Tvxb % lur 7Mi«j»h#i iik^ 
Sni5 ill ^^-^ ♦y^ ife-/ *</i y/i«ir> 
Bat, 'jdxt '";«t ;^^* i*v t^^M , 4^ 

Li" :r. -. pfctij; j»r>ri^.|<*, ♦iV^^ 

Ril'it isjt cm '4^'/<;j% y^vt aa/U^ 
he, -.1 tn f'^fTit lirw t*yi.'iW*^', 
Tiznt zT.d plaK-? a;* ;.'# »;»> y /*>%*, 

Fihali afk, aod yi^;; \:.'MyyX U)^* %^ 

See, the Mufc ui«i>«>jrv lin; ;^;iM; < 
Haik, the monkcy>, ii//ior ti^;/ piUMf < 

All ye gods wWi ruk tin; i<»d ( 
Styx, through .hell wljolc W4(«rt tiM\ 

* A privy-coufl&ll«v tacoibooed inf. ^$jt N, 
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Let me be allow'd to tell f ^ 

What I heard in yoader helL 

Kear the door an entrance gapes, 
Crouded round witlh antic fliapes. 
Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Caufclefs Joy, and true Defpair; ^« 

Difcord periwifg*^ with fnakcs, 
See die dread^ ilrides ibe takes! 

By this odious crew befet, 
3 began to rage and fret. 

And refolvM to break their pates, 4^5 

£re we enter- d- at the gates ; 
^ad not Clio in the nick 
Whifper'd me, " Lay down your ftick.** 
^hat, faid I, is this the mad-^boufo f 
Thefe» (he aafwer'd, are but fliadows, itt 

Fhantonvs bodileis and vain, 
Xmpty viiions of the brain* 

In the poniii Briareus ftands, 
•Shews a bribe in all his hands ; 
Briareus the fecrctary, j«5 

But we monals call him Carey. 
When the oigues their country fleece. 
They may hope £or pence a-piece* 

Clio, who had been fo wife 
To put<«n a fool's difguiie, fit 

To be(pcak fomc s^probation, 
JVnd be thought a near relation. 
When ihe faw three hundred brutes 
AU iuvol?'d in wild difputes, 

Roarioi; 



THE L£GlOK-CLtr& sp 

Soaring till their lungs were fpent^ 115 

Privilege op PARLiAifEiiT» 

Now a new misfortune feels, 

Dreading to be laid by th' heelt. 

Never durft a Mufe before 

Enter that infernal door ; li# 

Clio, (lifled with the fnoell. 

Into fpleen and vapours fell. 

By the Stygian (learns that flew 

From the dire infe^lious crew. 

Not the fteiKh of Lake Avernus t%$ 

Could have more offended her nofe ; 

Had ihe flown but o'er the top, 

She had felt her pinions drop. 

And by exhalations dire, 

Though a goddefs, muft expire. i3# 

In a fright flie crept away } 

Bravely I refolv'd to ftay. 

When I faw the keeper frown. 

Tipping him with half a crown, 

Now, faid I, we are alone, 135 

Name your heroes one by one. 
Who is that hell-fcatur'd brawler ? 

Is it Satan ? No, 'tis Waller. 

In what figure can a bard dreft 

Jack the grandfon of Sir Hardrefs ? 140 

Honeft keeper, drive him farther. 

In his looks are hell and murder $ 

See the fcowling vifage drop, 

Jufl as when he murder-d T— p. 
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Keeper, (hcv( me where to fix 145 

On the puppy pair of Dicks j 

By their lantern jaws and leathern, 

You might fwear they both are brctliren : 

Dick FitZ'Baker, Dick the player,. 
^ Old acquaintance, are you tliere i 150 

Dear connpanions, hug and kifs, 

Toaft Old Glorious in your pifs | 

Tie them, keeper, in a tether. 

Let them ftarvc and ftink together 5 

Both are apt to be unruly, i;5 

Lafh them dai-iy, lafh them duly ; 

Though 'tis hopclefs to reclaim them. 

Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them. 
Keeper, yon old dotard fmokc. 

Sweetly fnoring in his cloak : 16c 

Who is he ? 'Tis humdrum W)nnc, 

Half cncompafs'd by his kin : 

There obfcrvc the tribe .of Bingham, 

For he r.cvcr fails to bring them ; 

While he flccps the whole debate, 165 

They fubmiflive round him wait ; 

Yet would gladly fee the hunks 

In his grave, and fearch his trunks. 

Sec, they gently twitch his coat, 
.. . Jull to yawn and give his vote, 170 

Always fiim in his vocation. 

For the court, againll the nation. 
Thofc are A — s Jack and Lob, 

Firfl: in every wicked job. 

Sod 
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Son and brother to a queer 175 

3rtiniick brute, they call a feeik 

IVe muft giire them better quarter^ 

Tor their anceftor tiod morur, 

Jlnd H — ^d^ to boaft hit ^une, 

'On a chimney cut hit name. t lo 

There fit Clements, D — kt, and Ham(bn t 
How they fwagger from their garrTfon I 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to-find^n this fide hell ? 
Ifarriibn, and D — kt, and dementi, %t^ 

Keeper, fee they4iave their paymeoHf 
Every mUchicf 's in their heutt; 
If they fail, *ti» want of .parts. 

Blcfs us, Morgan 1 art thou there, man 1 
Blefs mine eyes I art thou the chairman ! 990 

Chairman to your damn'd committee ! 
Yet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful fight! whatl learned Morgan 
Metamorphosed to a Gorgon ? 
For thy horriil looks, I own, S95 

Half convert me to a ilone. 
Hail thou been fo long at i|hool. 
Now to turn a faftious tool ? 
Alma Mater was thy mother. 
Every young divine thy brother. too 

Thou, a difobedient varlct. 
Treat thy mother like a harlot ! 
Thou ungrateful to thy teachers, 
Who are all grown reverend preachers ! 

Vol. II. .A a Mot^w, 
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The meiTage.toldf he gtpes, and (lare% 
And fcarce believe his .eyes or ears : 
-Could not conceive what it ihould mean. 
And fain would hear it told again. 
But then the 'fquire fo trim and nice, 
-'Twere rude to make him tell it twice; 
So bow'd, was.thankCul for the honour; 
And would notiail to wait upon her. 
His beaver bruih'dy his ihoes, and gowi^ 
Away he trudges into town ; 
PalTes theio>ver cafUe-yard, 
And now advancing to the guard. 
He trembles at the thoughts of (later; 
For, xon£cious of his iheepiih gait. 
His fpirits of a fuddeniairdiiim; 
He ilopt, andxould not tell what ail'd hinu 

What was the meifage I. received ? 
Why certainly the Captain rav'd ! 
To dine with her ! and. come at three 1 
Impodible ! it can't be me. 
Or may be I miflook the word ; 
My Lady -^ it mud be my .Lord. 

My Lord 's abroad $ my 'Lady too : 
What mud th* unhappy Doctor do ? 
** Is Captain Cracherode Jiere, pray ■?*• — • •< Ji 
** Nay, then 'tis time for me.to go." 
Am I awake, or do I dream ? 
I 'm luce be call'd me by my name ; 
Nam'd me as plain as he could fpeak} 
And yet there mud be fome midakc* 
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WMy, what a jeft IkaM I Iwrc te% 

Had now my Lady beco wkhw f 

What could I Veiaid? I'tenril^l^ 

She went abroad — iie 'd dwpgiir mt md^ 

The hour of diaia^ now ft {Nift ; 

WeU dieo, I H eVa gfr kone asd M ^ 

And, (ince I leaped beo^ made a UM^ 

r think L'oi Tcry Curly oC ' "* 

My Lady now ntmnmg Imm, 

Calls, << Cracherodtf, Wdie Sbdor cone r' 

He had doc heard of him '— ^ f!rj|y lie^ 

** 'Tis now a c|iiaxter afardifag / ^ 

The Capcaia walk* aNooe^ aad lisarefief 

Through all the rootm, and c4«Ttf, aM arcfbef j^ 

Examines all the fenratin rovr^ 

In vain — no Dodor H to he frjtmd^ 

^y Lady could noc chafe hot wonder s 

" Captain, I fear yoo Ve made Come bloiiderr 

** But pray, to-morrow go at ten, 

•* I '11 try his manners once again j 

•* If rudencfs be th' cffea of knowledge, 

«• My fon (hall never fee a college," 

The Captain was a man of reading, 
Ax^ much good fenfe, as well as breeding,. 
Who, loath to blarney or to incenfe. 
Said little in his own-deftnce. 
Kcxt day another mcflfage brought /* 
The Do£tor, frightcn'd at his fault; 
Is drefs*d, and Aealing through the croud. 
Now pale as death, then blufh'd and bow'-d. 



J5« SWt F T^S FOB »a 

Panting — »»«[ faultefifig i-i^ hufliih'd add^ha^ 

" Her Ladyfliip was gone abroad i 

M The Qa^tain too — he. did bOt kHQW 

<' Whe^er ht ought to ftay 0r^d »** 

BeggM ihe 'd forgive hitn. Im codblafioo^ 

My Lady^ pityiiig hk ^oAfvt&qa; 

CalVd her good-natiur^ to tiH^rf^-^tiOit 

Told him, fhe thought 1^ stlght bali^rc bite';: 

And would not only grarit ii^ , fiiit,. 

But viih hho^ aad cat ibiao fruit |. 

Provided, at a proper jdoM. 

He told the real truth in rhyme.. 

'Twas to no purpoft to oppofe. 

She 'd hear of no excufe in prore> 

The Doftor ftood not. to debate,. 

Glad to compound at any race ; 

So, bowing, faemingly comply 'dj 

Though, if he durfV he had deny'di 

But firft, refolv'd to fljcw his taftc. 

Was too refin'd to give a fcaft : 

He 'd treat with nothing that was rar«>. 

But winding walks and purer air ^ 

Would entertain without expence^ 

Or pride, or vain magnificence : 

For well he knew,, to fuch a gueft 

The plained meals muA bci ihe. bed. 

To flora achs clpgg'd with cofUy fare 

Simplicity alone is rare j 

Whilft high, and nice, and curious maatl,. 

Are really but vulgair treats* 

Inflead 
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Inftea3 of fpbils of Pertian lodtns. 

The coflly boafis of regal rooms. 

Thought it more courtly ana difcrect 

To fcattcr rofes at Hfer feet ^ 

Rofes of riched dye, that &bne 

With native luttrc, like her own : 

Beauty that needs no aiJ of arc 

Through every fenfc to reach tfie heart* , 

The gracious dame, though well (he knew 

All this was much ^neath hef due, 

LiVd every thing — at leaft thougtt fit 

To praife it par manUre d* acquit. 

Yet flie, though fcfctning pleas 'd, cin*t fcar * 

Ttie fcorching fun, or cliilfing air i 

Diflurb'd alike at both extremes, 

Whether h6 fhews or tides his beams : 

Though feeming pleasM at all Ihe fees, 

Starts at the ruffling of the trees j 

And fcarce can fpeak tor want of breath. 

In half a walk fatigued to death. 

The Doftor takes his hint from hence, 

T' apologize his late otfencfc : 

** Madam, the mighty power of ufe 

" Now ftrangely pleads in my excufe i 

" If you unus'd have fcarcefy fti*ength 

" To gain this walk's untoward length j 

** If, frighten 'd at a fcene fo rude, 

** Through long difufe of folitude ; 

** If, long confin'd to fires and fcrcens, 

" You dread the waving of thefe greens ; 

A a 4 •< L€ 
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^ If yovLp who long have breath'd the fumes 

** Of city-fogs and crouded rooms, 

" Do now folicitoufly ihun 

** The cooler air and dazzling fun; 

•* If his majcftic eye you flee, 

•♦ Learn hence t* excufc and pity me^. 

" Confider what it is to bear 

** The powder'd courtier's witty fneer j 

•* To fee th* important, man. of drcfs 

*• Scoffing my college-aukwardnefs ; 

** To be the ftirutting cornet's fport,. 

" To run the gauntlet of the court, 

** Winning my way by flow approaches, 

•* Through crouds of coxcombs and of coaches,. 

** From the firft fierce cockaded centry, 

** Quite through the tribe of waiting-gentry 5 

" To pafs fo many crouded ftagcs, 

*' And ftand the ftariAg of your pages 5. 

" And, after all, to crown my fplecn, 

** Be told' — ** You are not to be feen :** 

** Or, if you are, be forc'd to bear 

" The awe of your majcftic air. 

" And can I then be faulty found, 

** In dreading this vexatious round I 

** Can it be ftrange, if I efchew 

•* A fcene fo glorious and fo new ? 

** Or is he criminal that flies 

** The living luftrc of your eyes }** 



THE 
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THE DEAITS MANNER OF UVING^. 

^^N Tuny days alone I dioc 
^^ Upon a chkk and piot of winr. 
On rainy days I dine alone. 
And pkk my chicken to the bone * 
But this my fervants much enrages. 
No fcraps remain tO'ikve board*Wj^8«. 
In weather &» I nothing fpend. 
But often fpunge upon a friend t 
Tet, where he 's not fo rich as J^ 
I pay my club, and fo gfiod b* ye» 



VERSES MADE FOR FRUIT-WOMBN, 6c€. 

APPLES. 

/^ OME buy my fine waree^ 
^^ Plumbsy apples, and pears^ 
A hundred a penny, 
In confcience too many t 
Come, will you hava any ? 
My children are (even, 
I wiih them in Heaven; 
My hufband a for. 
With his pipe and- hit pot,. 
Not a farthing will gain them^< 
And I muft maintain thenn* 

ASPARAGUS. 
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ASPARAGUS* 

RIPE 'fparagrafs. 
Fit for lad or lafs, ' ' - 
To make theit VWIt^r |?«ft i 
O, *tis pretty picking 
With a tcAder cbickii! ! 

O N I O N Si 

COME, follow m by m ftrieflj 
Here are delicate drilttffff td feffi 
I promife to ufc Jbd Ai'^fl. 
They make the tflbot! mMtfl * ' 
You '11 feed like a farmer : 
For this is every cook's opinion^ 
lio faVodi'y ^\Sk rAdpvli fta bm&r^i 
But, left your kiifing fhould be fpoiPd, 
Your onions muft 6e thrdugjlil^ teil'd : 

Or elfe you may fpare 

Your miftrefs a fhare, 
The fecret will never ht known ; 

She cannot difcover 

The breath of her lovef, 
But think it as fweet as hfcr own, 

O Y S T fi fe S. 

CHARMING oyfterslcry: 
My raadcrs, come buy^ 
So plump and fo frefh. 
So fweet is their flcfli, 



1 
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YERSES FOR tViMtt-^GMElg, fc. j^j 

!No Colchcftcr oyftcr 
Is fWo&t& iD J Ai#i(br $ 
Ycnir flemach they fctde^ 
And roufe up^yoiir mettle ; 

They 'U lAikt yoii a <M 

Of a laf^ ot I M ; 

And madasi jour Wih 

They 'Upleafc to the lift; 
Be fhe barrett, h6 fte My 
Be ihe flut^ or b^ llie fcold, 
Eat my oyfters, and \ft tekt htff^ 
Slie 11 be frdtfiiU never feir hft-. 

H ^ tt ft I M 6 S. 

B £ not fparingy 
Leave off fwearing» 
Buy my herring 
Frcfli from Malahide *, 
Better never was try*d^ 
Come, eat them with pur« fredi tmtter and muftard*^ 
Their bellies are fbft, and as white as a cuflard. 
Come, fix-pence a dozen to- pet mc fome bread. 
Or, like my own herrings, I fo9n iball be dead. 

ORANGES^ 

COME buy my fine ttratiges, ftucd f6t yovtr vial. 
And charming when ftjuecz'd in i pot of bfoWft sUt ; 
WeU roftftfcd, With fugar and widd in a- cup. 
They *11 mak<fl^fw«ee biihop whin f^nth-iolkt fb]^ . 

* Near Dnblilt 
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on ROVER. A LADY'S SPANIEL. 
INSTRUCTIONS TO A PAINTER*. 

TTAPPIEST of the fpaniel-rtce, 
•*• ■*' Painter, with thy colours grace t- 
Draw^ his forehead large and high. 
Draw his blue and humid eye ; 
Draw his neck fo fmooth and rounds , 
Little neck with ribbons bound ;. x 
And the Mtf/r^ fwelling. bread- 
Where the Loves and Graces reft;. 
And the fpreading even back. 
Softy and (leek, and gloily black s, 
And the tail that gently twines. 
Like the tendrils of the vines {, 
And the filky twjlled hair. 
Shadowing thick the velvet ear; 
Fehet ears, which, hanging low,- 
O'er the veiny temples flow. 

With a proper light and ihade,. 
Let the winding hoop be laid ; 
And within that arching bower 
(Secret circle, myftic power) 
In a downy flumber place 
Happieft of the Spaniel race ;- 
While the foft perfpiring Dame,. 
Glowing with the fofteft flame, 

* In ridicule of Philips's poem on Mif^ Carteret 
and written, it has been faid, ** to afifixmt the lady 
«« of irchbifliop Boulter." N. 

On 



9 mOTCfv ^ 

Oo the nri&Vt fiwourre pou«9 

With dtf mim^iki\t€ii^mU 
l^atwc m her riche^ <fr^ 
Limiwl rmry fnuMCh^ ilMp6f|f^ 
Cr€bards hf 6iak rvoirs \iXi&0m%y 
CurKng wfrniUm^ WfhUHntM^ 

Whdc die TtmtTi fe j»i» i^> 
littk fpor &i{^ of die $yr^ < 
IVheic die UfnMtff^ M4 m4 pm>i 

00001 %hc mttttp Mfm K9$l/K€ K^$-y 

Herrfior me, Mdftff^ Ma4tf 
Coloan of niemJUmu eko/h^ 
Make of iSwoMMii^ <<M(U(y 

'Fjtaj fmultimgi of tW 1^^ 

Gentk Jamftbf ipeaiir imt/; 

But to one alooe Mi|Mre 

All the fbttery of llif JVC 

Croud each (euattf tumd tMlk p^tA^ 

Which complcst the dtfptraec £m«> 

I^ the fpocted wanton Xhmt 

Feel a new re(iAU(ii flame ^ 

X.et the happied of his TMi 

Wia the fair to his emkraci* 

But in (hade the reft conceal^ 

"Nor to fight their joys reireal^ 

Left the ftncU and the Mo(e 

i^oofc dc^res and thooghis infoCb* 
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AY A N D N O, 
A TALE PROM PUPL|K- 17317. 
A T Dublin's high fc^l UlQ Primary 99^ ©^^n, 
•^^ Both drefs'd l^c ^ivin^cs, ^i^ Jyi^il «iKll fcw ^lca». 
<i^oth Hugh of AnpRjig^ ♦, <*. TJ^ mk il gf own Wd." 
-<< Ay, ay," quoth the De^fi, «* th^ ^i:^t i^ oI() gold." 
« No, no,- quoth ti\e Prim^«» *♦ if Wirfjs w« itfi, 
■« This mifcliief ariCes fis^m witty Pt^i^ ^wift^^ 
The fmart-one replied '* There '4 99^ w^ 4n 4)f qafe; 
-" And nothing of thai ever tfowbled yo^r GinMt. 
" Though with youi il#tc-fiev<J yoi^r<>w^ ftottoni yo« 

" fplit, 
^* A Bouher by name is (kp W/<r of wt, 
-«< It is matter of weighty s^n^ 4 tP»9rfi tvioaey-jobb 1 
<<( But the lower the coin^ fJ^Q bighPV ibc mob. 
-<< Go tell your friend l&o3^ %p4 \\^ ^Vhw gna( lolk* 
■^^ That (inking the coin is a dft(^rim.«. joj^, 
** The Iriih dear-joys hava qn^i^gh CQifl^.09 f«l(b» 
•<« To treat gold r^iW^ It^.? Wop4's WJ?^? p«p«q, 
-<< It is pity a Pr^lji^e (]M>al4 dif wiUvcu^ Uu( i 
'^ But if I fay the word rrr t^l^e care of Avouch !** 

Dr. Swift's Anfwer to a PrieDd*6 Qu^oiu 

nn H E furniture ths^ b?ft datU ghjj^fo 
-■- St. Patrick's D^ai), gopd ^u s«^ ^W.i : 
The knife and fork with wh^.X Wi 
And, next, the ^t th^ boils tlji^ ny^c ii, 

* Dr. Hugh Boulter. 
2 Tks 
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The next to be preferred, I d»inki. 

Is the glafs in whipU I 4^^ki 

The ihelves on whiph jpy bqpj^^ J j^QJPf 

And the bed on \yhich I fleep ^ 

An antique elbow-ch^ir bet>f ^e^j. 

Big enough to hold the Dfap 5 ... 

And the ftore that gives ^elj^ht 

In the cold bleak wintery night ; 

To thefe we ^d4 a tjiing h^lq"^^ 

More for ufc referv'd th^ ft|9W : 

Thefe are what the Dean dp pl^f^Cc^ 

All fupcrfluo\i5 arc but thefe. 

APOLLO'S EDICT*. 

T RE LAND i^ now our rpyjjl avc» 
•*• We lately fix*d our Vwwoy ihflrps 
How near was ihe to b^ ynd^im^y 
Till pious love infpir'd her Spn •' 
What cannot our Vicegerent ^o^ 
As Poet and as Patrioi; top h 
Let his fucQ^fs 01^ fub|e£ls fw?yii 
Our infpirations \g obiey, 
And follow whqrc H^ Ua4^ the way^ 
Then ftudy to Qwr?i^ ypur t^j 
Nor beaten paths bp longer t;cf^*d. 



:} 



* This poem was originsjly written \n 1^740 j the 
latter part of it was re-publiijied in 1743, ®P ^^ death 
of the Countcfs of Donegal, N. 
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Vo iimile (hall be begun, 
"With ri/ing or with fctting fun ; 
And let the ficrfi bind of NiU 
Ce ever baniih'd from your ifle. 

When wretched lovers live on air, 
S beg you '11 the Camelion fpare ; 
And, when you'^d make a hero grander^ 
Totget he 's like a Salamander. 

No fon of mine (hall dare to fay, 
.Aunra ujbtr'd'in tbe Dajh 
«Or ever name ihe milfy-nvay. 

You all agree, I make no doubt, 
Elijah's mantli is worn out. 

TYieMrd^f y^fVi fhall toil no mose 
To teach the humble Wren to foar. 
Your Tragic Heroes ihall not ranc, 
Nor Shepherds ufe poetic cant. 
Simplicity alone can grace 
The manners- of the rural race. 
Theocritus and Philips be 
Your guides to true fimplicity. 

When Dsmaa's foul fiail take itsJHglt, 
Though Poets have the fccond-fight. 
They (hall not fee a trail of light. 
Nor (hall the vapwrs vpward rife^ 
Nor a ndu Jiar ^diom the fries : 
For who can hope to place one thcrCj 
As glorious as Belinda's bair f 
Yet, if his name you 'd eternize. 
And mud exalt kim t&ihelkiesj 



} 
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Without ay?/jr, this may be done :. 
So Tickell mourn'd his AMUqil 

If Anna's happy reign you praife^ 
Pray, not a word of kalc^fon-iiajis i 
Nor let my votaries fliew their fkill 
In aping lines from CoopcrVHill ; 
For knovir, I cannot bear to hear 
The mimickry of deep^ytt ckar* 

Whene'er my Vicqroy is addiref^^d^ 
Againft the Phoenix I protcft. 
When Poets foar in youthful ftrains. 
No Phaeton to hold the reins. 

When you defcribc a lovely girl, 
No lips oC <9r^l^ toetk of pMrL 
Cupid (hall ne'er midake another. 
However beauteous^ for his mother : . . « 

Nor ihall his darts 9t random fly 
From magazine in Caelia's eye. 
With wotien-compottttds I am cloy*d, ' 
Which only pleas'd io Biddy Floyd. 
For foreign aid, whac need they roam^ 
Whom Fate has amply hkik. at home } 

Unerdng Heaven, \vith bounteous hand. 
Has iwvok^ a oiodel for your Land, 
W.how Jov€ csndoMr'd with CTcry grace j 
The glory of the OcaAard race ; 
J^w deftijtt'd by tl\c pow«ns /divide 
The bkiltng of another line. 
Tiieo, would you pai&t a matchlefs dame. 
Whom you 'd coofiga to ejuUefs fame } 

Vol. II. B b. In^cik^ 
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Invoke not Cytherea's aid, 
Nor borrow from the blue-cy*d maid ; 
Nor need you on the Graces call , — 
Take qualities from Donegal. 

EPIGRAM*. 

BEHOLD ! a proof of Irilh fenfe f 
Here Irifli wit is fcen ! 
When notliing *s left, that *s worth defence. 
We build a magazine. 

Epigrams, occaiioned by Dr. Swift'-s intended 
Hofpital for Ideots and Lunaticks. 

I. 
nr^ H E Dean muft die — our Ideots to maintain. 
-*" Perifli, ye Ideots ! and long live the Dean f 

* The Dean, in his lunacy, had fome intenrals of 
fcnfe ; at which time his guardians, or phyiicians, took 
him out for the air. On one of tliefe days, when diey 
came to the Park, Swift remarked a new bufldingt 
which he had never feen, and aiked what it was dcfigned 
for. To which Dr. Kingfbury anfwered, *< That, Mr. 
" Dean, is the magazine for arms and powder, for die 
** fecurity of the city." " Oh! oh !" fays the Dcin, 
pulling out his pocket-book, ** let me take an itm of 
«* that. Tliis is worth remarking: my tablets, is 
** Hamlet fays, my tablets — memory put down thit?'* 
— Whicli produced the above lines, faid to be the laA 
he ever wrote. N. 

II. O GENUS 
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II. 

O GENIUS of Hibcrnia's fUtc, 
Sublimely good, feverely great ! 
How doth this lateft a£k excel 
All you have done or wrote fo well f 
•Satire may be the child of fpite. 
And Fame might bid the Drapicr write : 
But to relieve, and to endow, 
•Creatures. chat know not whence or how. 
Argues a foul both good and wife, 
Refcmbling Him who rules the fkies. 
■He to the thoughtful mind difplays 
Immortal Ikill ten thoufand ways; 
And, to com pleat his glorious tafk. 
Gives what we have not fenfe to alk I 

III. 
L O ! Swift to Idcots bequeaths liis f«orc : 
Be wife, ye rich ! — confider thus die poor ! 

On the DEAN of ST. PATRICK'S Birth-day ^ 
Nov. 30, St. An Drew's- day. 

"OETWEEN the hours of twelve and one, 
•*^ When half the world to reft were gone, 
Intranc'd in foftcft deep I lay. 
Forgetful of an anxious day; 
From every care and labour free. 
My foul as calm as it could be. 
* See, in PamclPs Poems, an elegant compliment on 
:hc fame occafion. N. 

B b * ^ V^ 
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The Queen of Dreaais; well pleas'd to find 
An undifturbM ancl iracant mmd, 
With magic pentil txac^ my brain* 
And there (lie drew St, Pgcrick's Deta. 
I ftraight beheld on eitlipr hand 
Two Saints, like Ggardkn Angela, ibmdy 
And either c)^iin-d him lii)r their ibnj 
And thus the high difpute beg^M. 

St. Andrew 6rft, with r^afoa ftrong. 
Maintained to hira he did belong : 
" Swift is my own, by right divine, 
** All born upon this day arc mine." 

St. Patrick faid, <* I own tliis true, 
•<* So far he does belong to you ; 
*' But in my church he 's born agaio, 
** My fon adopted, and my Dean. 
** When firft the Cbrijiian'truth I fpread, 
<< The poor within tbds ifle I fed, 
** And darkcft erpors baniih'd 'hwice, 
^* Made knowledge in their place commence} 
** Nay more, at ipy diviue cponmand, 
*<^ All noxious creatures fled the land. 
'< I made both Peace and Fieisty- fiHiie% 
** Hib^i^ma was my favourite i^e ; 
^* Novv bh — ! for lie fm^ceeds |9 we» 
** Two angels cannpt cno^ Jlg^ec* 

" His joy is, to rejiev« ^ jpoov ; 
<< Behold them weekly aj; his dooir ^ 
« His knowledge too, in bigighjt^ft ^^U 
" He like the fui> to all convey $, 

« SIkws 



O^ THE OEAN'* BlRTH-ftAY. m 
^ Shews ivifskm m a fisgle page, 
<< And in oq« hour i^Amds an agd. 
/' "V'^hen ruin lately ftood around 
" Th* inclofures of rny fimr $4, grwntit, 
« He glorioufly did interpofc, 
*« And fav*d it from invading foes j 
. ** rt)f this I chitn Tmmortal Swift, 
<< As nj own foA, and Heaven's bed gift.*' 

The Caledonian Saint, enfag'd, 
Now clofer in difpute engaged, 
Effays to prove, by tranfoMgration, 
The Dean is of the ScottiA nation; 
And, to coBErni the truth,, he chofe 
The loyal foul of g»at Moncrofe. 
" Montrofe and He are both tlw fame^ 
** They only differ in tiic name : 
'< Both, heroes in a righteous caufe^ 
" Aifert their liberties and laws ; 
<< He 's now the fame, Montrofe was then^ 
" But that the/ww^ is turn*d a>^»; 
*< A pen of fo great power, each word 
" Defends beyond the hefoTs/uwn/." 

Now words grew hAgh -^ we c«at 't fupfxsfc 
Immortals ever coiBe t^ blows; 
But, left unruly paiffion ihoukl 
Degrade them into Aeih «nd bloody 
An angel quick from Heaven defcends,. 
And he at once the conteft ends : 

" Ye reverend pair, from difcord ceafc, 
'< Yc both raifUke tlie prcfent cafe ; 

B b 3 « CKt. 
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** One kingdom cannot have pretence 

** To fo much virtue f fo much fcnfc : 

'* Search Heaven's record ; and there you '11 find, 

** That He was bom for all mankind." 

EPISTLE to ROBERT NUGENT, Es<y 

with a Picture of DEAN SWIFT. 

BY DR. DUNKING 

npO gratify thy long deiire 
-*■ (So Love and Piety require )) 
From Bindon'sf colours you may trace 
The Patriot's venerable face. 
The laft, O Nugent ! which his art 
Shall ever to the world impart ; 
For know, the prime of monal men. 
That matchlefs monarch of the pen 
(Whofe labours, like the genial fun^ 
Shall through revolving ages run^ 
Yet never, like the fun, decline, 
But in their full meridian ihine). 
That ever-honour'd, envied Sage, 
So long the wonder of his age, 
Who charm'd us with his golden fhrain^ 
Is not the fliadow of the Dean : 

* This elegant tribute of gratitude, as it was writtei 
at a period when all fufpicion of flattery mufl vanifh, re- 
flcfts the higheft honour on the ingenious Writer, and 
cannot but be agreeable to the admirers of Dr. Swift. Nt 

t Samuel Bindon, efqj a celebrated painter. N. 

lie 



EPrSTLE TO MR- KUGElTr. r5 

Re only breathes Baeodan ;^ — 

«< Oh ! what a falling-off W2i dme ^* 

Hibernia's Helicon » dnr^ 
Ihvention, Wit, and HoflMwr dic$ 
And what lemaios agaift^ tfac Aum 
Of Malice, hnt an empcr fen ? 
The nodding ruins of a ptie^ 
That flood the Uilfvavk o^ tfcis 3ie| 
In which the {i&tthood was 6x^4 
Of candid Hono«r, Trodi vmm^d, 
Impiarti;^ Reafba, Tluxiffac fK4i9uJif 
And Charity, dififolio^ riMial^ 
Ih cheeifiil rivulets, tiir iov 
Of Fortune to-tiie tes of «oe ? 

Such'oDce, my Uttgtet^ wm &ij \f^if^ 
Endued with each exaked ^^ 
But, lo ! the pare ai^ierejl Amk 
Is darkened by a mifty ileam ; 
The balm exhanfiied brcadftn 00 J4»cl?^ 
The roffc ir wither'd ere ft felL 
That godlike fupplement of law; 
Which held the wicked world in M^ 
And could the tide of fa£]kion fi«a)^ 
Is but a (hell withotit the gem« 

Ye fon's of genhis, wlio would ain^ 
To build an cverlafting fame^ 
And, in the field of lettered ut%^ 
Difplay the trophies qH your part$. 
To yonder manfion turn aftde^ 
And monify your igrowinr prldc« 

B b 4 BeU>W 
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Behold the hriglueil tf thit riCt,. 
Ami Natutr'-s hoiiour> in di(gi«ce r 
With humble redgnacioA own* . 
7hat all your talents wt a IcHm ; 
By Providence adTaacM for u&» 
Which you ihould ftudy to produce 
Reflect, the mental ftock, alas t 
However curreift nttt it ptft. 
May haply l)e rec^UM both yoli 
Before the Grtive deroaadshis due*. 
Then, while your moming-Aar procteds^ 
Dire£^ your courfe to wonby deeds. 
In fuller day difcharge yottrdebtSi 
For» when your fun of restToQ ices. 
The night fucceeds $ and all your fchemes. 
Of glory vanifh wijch your dreams. 

Ah \ where is. now die fupple traiiit 
That danc'd attendance oA the Dean .^ 
Say, wherq are tho^i: facetious folks. 
Who fiiook with laughter at his jokes. 
And with attentive rapture hung 
On wifdom, dropping from his tongue ^ 
Who look'd with high difdainful pride 
On all the bufy world beAde, 
And rated his produflions more 
Than treafures of Peruvian ore ? 

Good Chriftians ! they with bended knees 
Ingulph'd the wine, but loath the lees. 
Averting (fo the text commands). 
With ardent eyes and up-caft hands,, 

Tlie 
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The cup of forrow from their lips. 
And fly, like rats from {inking ihips. 
While fome, who by his friendfliip fofe 
To wealth, in concert with his R^bs^' > 
Run counter to tlicir ibrtner track# 
Like old A£hxon's horrid pack . 
Of yelling »n|Dgrils, in vequitids : 
To riot 9ii their mafter's viuls f 
And, where they cannot blail his Ux^vtU^ 
Attempt to fligmatize his morals ; 
Through Scandal's magmfyijig-glaft 
His foibles view, but virtues pais^ 
And on the ruins of his fame 
£re£l: an ignominious name. 
So vermin foul^ of vile extra6^ion«^ 
The fpawn of dirt and putrefafHoDy. 
The founder members traverfc o'er, 
, Bttt £x and fatten on a ibre» 
Hence ! peace, ye wretches, who revile. 
His wit, his humour, and his flyle $ 
Since all die mongers which he drew 
Were only meant to copy you j 
And, if the colours be not fainter. 
Arraign yourfelves, and not the painter*^ 

But, O ! that He, who gave him breathy 
Dread arbiter of life and death ; 
That He, die moving foul of all. 
The deeping fpirit would recall. 
And crown him with triumphant meed^y 
f^or all his paft heroic deeds, 
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In manilons of unbroken red, 
The bright rtpublick of the Mefs -d ! 
Irradiate his benighted mind 
With living light of light refin'd * 
And thefe the blank of thought emplc^ 
With obje£b o^ immortal joj ! 

Yet, while he drags the fad remains 
Of life, flow-creejnng through his veins^. 
Above the views of private ends. 
The tributary Mufe attends, 
To prop his feeble ftcps, orfhcd" 
The pious tear around his bed. 

So Pilgrims, with devout complaints,. 
Frequent the graves of martyr'd Saints, 
Infcribe their >^rth in artleft lincs^ 
And, in their ftead, . embrace their ihrincs; 

Inscription intended for a Monument. 1765. 
^AY, to the Drapier's vaft unbounded fame, 
^ What added honours can the Sculptor give ? 
None, — *Tis a fan£Uon from the Drapier*s name 
Mud bid the Sculptor and his Marble live. 

Epigram occafioncd by the abbvc Inscription. 

T/TTHICH gave the Drapier birtb two realms contend ; 

^ ^ And each aiTtfrts her Poet, Patriot,. Friend : 

Her mitre jealous Britain may deny j 

That lofs lernia's laurel ihall fupply : 

Through life's low vale, (he, grateful, gave lum bread; 

Her vocal floiips £hall vindicate him dead. 

J 766. B.N. 
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